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CHAPTER   I. 


Excuse  for  the  Entire  Work  —  Advice  —  About  Neptune — 
The  Doctor — Night  in  the  Channel — My  Frenchman  :  his 
Dog ;  his  Baby ;  his  Bottle  of  Champagne. 

DOUBTLESS,  my  reader,  you  are  familiar  with 
the  fact  that,  four  hundred  years  ago,  one 
Christopher  Columbus  discovered  the  West  Indies. 
Since  that  time  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men,  in- 
cluding a  fair  sprinkling  of  literary  people,  have  visited 
them  ;  and  these  latter  folks  are  responsible  for  hard 
upon  a  hundred  volumes  of  information — a  complete 
library  of  West  Indian  literature — extending  from  old 
Pere  Labat's  quaint  work,  Nouveau  Voyage  mix  lies 
d'Ame'rique,  to  our  new  Oxford  Regius  Professor's 
comparatively  recent  book ;  which,  by-the-bye,  gave 
more  pleasure  upon  this  side  of  the  North  Atlantic 
than  it  did  on  the  other. 

The  knowledge  of  all  these  extant  volumes  will  not, 
however,  alarm  me  into  silence,  1  hold  that  no  two 
men  ever  yet  echoed  each  other  at  all  points  ;  that  no 
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two  reasonably  reflective  beings  have  at  any  time 
registered  exactly  similar  conclusions  about  any  con- 
siderable subject.  Therefore  much  that  I  shall  say  is 
sure  to  be  new  to  everybody — even  the  West  Indians 
themselves.  Concerning  them  great  ignorance  still 
prevails  at  home.  I  know  fairly  intelligent  fellow- 
creatures  who  persist  in  regarding  the  West  Indian 
as  a  being  born  in  a  Panama  hat,  nourished  on  rum, 
green  cigars,  and  salmagundi,  swept  away,  after  a 
short,  fiery  life,  by  '  Yellow  Jack.'  For  people  with 
these  crude  ideas  the  following  sketches  are  particu- 
larly designed.  In  order  to  produce  them,  I  left  my 
fellow-countrymen  struggling  in  the  foul  embraces  of 
Russian  influenza ;  I  deserted  my  mother-land  under 
those  lamentable  climatic  conditions  which  obtain  with 
her  during  the  first  three  months  of  every  year;  and 
I  sped  away  over  the  ocean  into  a  region  of  tropic 
sunshine  and  blue  v.'aters,  of  islands  built  by  volcano 
or  raised  by  coral  insects,  there  to  see  the  sugar-cane 
grow  and  study  the  people  who  grow  it. 

My  friends  threw  themselves  heart  and  soul  into 
the  idea  of  my  going  abroad ;  they  told  me  to  take  any 
amount  of  time  and  not  hurry  the  trip  ;  they  all  rallied 
round  me  and  advised  the  same  thing ;  which  was, 
that  I  should  not  forget  pyjamas.  Everybody  kept 
harping  on  pyjamas  until  I  became  weary  of  the 
subject,  and  more  than  ever  convinced  that  some 
popular  elementary  primer  about  the  West  Indies 
ought  to  be  published  as  soon  as  possible.  Here  were 
my  acquaintances — a  typical  crowd  of  men  :  lawyers, 
soldiers,  artists,  members  of  the  Stock  Exchange, 
authors,  merchants,  and  even  clergymen  ;  yet  all  they 
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appeared  to  know  of  the  West  Indies  was  that  people 
wore  pyjamas  there  at  night. 

It  happened  that  on  the  Royal  Mail  Steamship 
Company's  fast  and  commodious  packet  Tiber  I  had 
a  brother,  officially  engaged.  He  was  surgeon  to  the 
vessel,  and,  with  a  view  to  surprise  and  please  him, 
I  secretly  .took  passage  in  the  Tiber,  and  bustled  off 
to  Southampton  the  day  before  she  sailed. 

During  the  journey  from  Waterloo  I  remembered, 
not  without  some  pride,  how  entirely  my  fellow-man 
has  mastered  the  treacherous  deep.  Nowadays  these 
great  ocean  excursions  are  attended  with  no  more 
inconvenience  and  danger  than  the  act  of  putting  up 
at  a  hotel.  Our  marvellous  skill  reduces  Neptune's 
terrors  to  child's  play.  That  poor  old  baffled  sea-god 
may  bury  his  trident  in  the  sand,  doff  his  crown,  and 
go  and  live  obscurely  with  the  porpoises,  for  he  rules 
the  waves  no  longer.  After  which  conclusion  I  opened 
the  newspaper,  to  find,  by  a  curious  coincidence,  that 
the  Daily  Chronicle  of  that  morning  was  devoted  almost 
entirely  to  wrecks.  I  never  saw  collected  within  the 
pages  of  one  journal  such  a  mass  of  maritime  disaster. 
There  were  collisions  and  fires  and  loss  of  life  all  over 
the  navigable  globe ;  and  when  I  reached  Southampton 
the  harbour  appeared  to  be  literally  full  of  ships  that 
had  lost  masts  and  encountered  difficulties.  Then,  at 
the  hotel,  where  I  put  up  until  the  morrow,  a  private 
bed-chamber  allotted  me  was  decorated  with  gruesome 
pictures  of  the  wreck  of  the  London  and  a  burial  in 
mid-ocean.  To  hang  up  such  things  in  an  apartment 
generally  occupied  by  somebody  who  is  just  going  to 
sail  struck  me  as  being  bad  taste  and  poor  judgment. 
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If  I  had  a  marine  hostelry,  I  should  cover  the  walls  of 
it  with  pictures  of  purely  successful  navigation,  with 
seas  as  flat  as  billiard-tables,  with  blue,  cloudless 
skies,  with  gigantic  steamers  puffing  comfortably  about 
among  lighthouses,  and  promenade  piers,  and  so  forth. 
Southampton,  however,  is  full  of  these  alarming  warn- 
ings, and,  taking  all  the  evidence  together,  there  is  little 
doubt  I  am  mistaken  about  Neptune ;  but  instead  of 
depressing  me,  as  might  have  been  expected,  this 
accumulation  of  horrors  awoke  emotions  of  an  entirely 
nautical  nature.  I  longed  to  feel  myself  on  the  great 
sea,  to  hear  the  wild  waves  roar,  and  the  stormy  winds 
blow.  I  questioned  myself  as  to  whether  it  would  be 
better  to  take  the  voyage  in  a  rollicking,  sailorlike 
spirit  from  the  outset,  or  simply  appear  as  the  lands- 
man on  board  ship ;  and  I  decided  that  I  would  be 
marine  to  the  backbone  from  the  moment  I  set  foot 
on  plank.  Better  still,  I  would  begin  at  once.  So 
that  night  at  Southampton  I  ordered  grog,  exchanged 
experiences  at  a  public  bar  with  sundry  other  sea-dogs, 
and  then  turned  in,  having  let  it  be  known  I  proposed 
rising  about  six  bells. 

Next  morning  I  was  up  sharp  to  time  and  saw 
my  goods  conveyed  aboard  the  steamer.  She  sailed  at 
half-past  two,  and,  having  inspected  my  cabin,  I  went 
ashore  once  more  to  purchase  a  hat  guard,  a  deck  chair, 
and  other  final  necessaries.  And  then  I  suddenly 
saw  a  young  man  clad  in  blue  cloth,  with  a  little  flag 
on  his  peaked  cap,  bright  buttons  all  over  him,  and 
gold  braid  and  stripes  of  cherry-coloured  stuff  arranged 
upon  his  arms.  This  was  my  brother ;  and  to  see  my 
own    flesh  and    blood   attired  thus  in  a  public  place 
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naturally  gratified  me  not  a  little.  Still  keeping 
up  a  nautical  spirit,  I  steered  alongside,  slapped  him 
on  the  back,  and  said  : 

"  What  cheero,  Doctor  ?  " 

He  jumped  all  across  the  road  and  exclaimed  : 

"  Confound  it,  old  chap,  you  know  I  hate  horse- 
play!" 

I  explained  it  was  not  horseplay,  but  merely  a 
marine,  breezy  sort  of  greeting. 

Then  he  said : 

"  What  do  you  want  to  be  marine  about  ?  and  what 
are  you  doing  in  Southampton  anyway  ?  " 

"  I've  come  down  to  see  somebody  off,"  I  told  him. 

"  Oh,  well,  we  sail  presently.  Stroll  along  and  look 
at  the  ship.  Who  are  you  seeing  off?  Anybody  I 
know  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  I  said  ;  "  I  am  seeing  myself  off." 

"  Going  to  sea  !     Where  ?  " 

"Just  dashing  over  to  the  West  Indies  in  the  Tiber. 
Do  you  know  her  at  all  ?  " 

Of  course  he  had  to  look  delighted  and  overjoyed. 
But  a  gloomy  expression  stole  across  his  face  when  he 
grasped  the  nature  of  the  thing  I  was  going  to  do. 

"  Hang  it  all,  old  man,  why  didn't  you  let  me  hear 
about  this  sooner  ?  No  doubt  you're  starting  utterly 
unprovided.  There  are  certain  things  you  simply  must 
have  in  the  West  Indies.  I'll  wager  now  you  never 
even  thought  of  pyjamas." 

"In  the  matter  of  pyjamas,"  I  said,  "my  outfit  is 
positively  unique.  I  don't  suppose  that  you  yourself 
come  near  me.  You  shall  see  the  collection  anon.  My 
pyjamas  amount  to  a  museum." 
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Then  we  grew  friendly,  and  he  said  I  had  chosen  a 
good  time  of  year.  Presently,  meeting  other  officers  of 
the  ship,  they  too  congratulated  me  and  declared  I  was 
wise  to  go ;  and  everybody  agreed  that  my  nautical 
vocabulary  was  choice,  and  would  be  more  effective 
still  when  I  had  learned  to  use  the  different  technical 
phrases  in  their  right  places.  But  I  may  say  at  once 
that  people  do  not  employ  the  expressions  at  sea  we 
find  imputed  to  them  in  books.  There  is  plenty  of 
undesirable  language  aboard  ship,  but  it  is  just  the 
same  undesirable  language  one  hears  on  shore,  or, 
for  that  matter,  right  inland.  As  for  me,  I  grew 
disheartened,  and  resumed  my  ordinary,  unleavened, 
suburban  methods  of  speech  after  I  had  been  at  sea 
twenty-four  hours. 

Upon  sailing-day  the  Royal  Mail  Steam  Packet 
Company  throw  their  departing  ship  open  to  all  re- 
spectable people,  and  give  a  free  luncheon  in  the  dining- 
saloon.  This  I  attended,  and  was  able  to  note  without 
difficulty,  from  the  extent  of  the  meal  made  in  each 
case,  who,  amongst  the  lunchers,  were  going  to  presently 
sail  in  the  Tiber  and  who  were  not.  The  shore 
folks  ate  and  drank  as  people  usually  do  at  a  free 
lunch ;  the  travellers  (at  any  rate  those  who  were 
uncertain  of  their  seafaring  abilities)  partook  with  an 
eye  to  the  future.  And  this  they  did  the  more  gene- 
rally because  a  strong  westerly  breeze  was  blowing, 
and  rumours  were  current  that  the  English  Channel 
would  be  found  in  a  very  disordered  condition. 

Presently  Her  Majesty's  mails  arrived,  with  a  final 
batch  of  passengers  from  London.  Then  came  last 
farewells,    half-hearted    attempts   at    cheering,   smiles 
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througli  great  round  tears  not  to  be  liidden;  little  squares 
of  cambric  bravely  fluttered  one  moment,  hiding  wet 
eyes  the  next ;  ropes  splashing  into  the  water,  shout- 
ings, hurryings  to  and  fro,  the  docks  and  piers  slipping 
away,  people  growing  small,  flags  being  pulled  down 
on  the  ship.  And  so  the  long  journey  was  really 
begun. 

Through  the  Solent  steamed  our  great  craft,  past 
the  Isle  of  Wight,  after  which,  dropping  her  pilot  off 
the  Needles,  she  went  ahead  into  a  wild  sea  all  tum- 
bling, foam-capped,  and  spray-feathered.  As  to  the 
heavens  above  us,  they  were  draped  with  flying  cloud 
harmonies  in  silver  and  grey,  full  of  pearly  light,  lifting 
and  brightening  towards  the  far  West  into  gleaming 
tangles  of  gold  across  a  pale  blue  sky. 

Soon  we  felt  the  roll  of  old  ocean  beneath  us,  and 
people  settled  down,  growing  shipshape  and  comfort- 
able, or  seasick  and  miserable,  as  the  case  might  be. 
For  myself,  being  by  God's  blessing  a  born  sailor,  I 
went  to  dinner  with  a  cheerful  heart,  and,  upon  the 
conclusion  of  that  meal,  pottered  about  and  investigated 
and  asked  questions  and  made  myself  at  home. 

That  night  the  Channel  was  black  and  troubled. 
Under  the  dim  glimmer  of  a  young  moon  I  looked  forth 
upon  it  and  saw  white  foam  dancing  and  flying  round 
us.  Across  the  darkness  gleamed  stars  and  sparks 
from  the  funnels  that  towered  above  me  ;  and  below, 
the  round  windows  of  the  engine-room  flashed  out 
into  the  night  like  great  electric  eyes.  But  forward  in 
the  ship  all  was  black,  and  neither  streak  nor  splash 
of  light  visible,  for  we  were  keeping  double  watches  ; 
the  busy   Channel  is  always  dangerous,  and  no  man 
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can  note  what  lies  ahead  if  there  be  illumination  between 
him  and  the  sea.  A  great  rushing  wind  filled  the  air ; 
fingers  invisible  on  unseen  hands  played  strange  music 
upon  the  ropes  and  shrouds  that,  starting  by  my  side, 
shot  upwards  into  gloom  ;  all  the  varied  sounds  of  a  big 
steamer  at  sea  beat  upon  my  ears,  with  occasional  clang 
of  bell  to  note  other  ships  near  at  hand,  with  the  harsh 
grating  of  the  steam  steering  gear,  and  the  eternal  throb, 
throb,  throbbing  of  the  propeller. 

We  were  off  the  Start  just  then,  and  the  flashing 
light  upon  that  point  shone  a  friendly  farewell,  trembling 
brilliant  through  'the  dark  night  for  a  moment,  then 
waning  and  vanishing,  only  to  sparkle  out  again. 

Finally,  feeling  that  no  practical  good  could  be  gained 
by  prowling  about  the  decks  and  falling  up  against 
hard,  unfamiliar  things,  I  sought  the  seclusion  of  my 
cabin,  and  found  that  this  seclusion  was  to  be  shared, 
or  more  properly  speaking  annihilated,  by  a  little 
Frenchman.  We  had  scarcely  packed  ourselves  away 
in  our  bunks  when  there  was  a  sad  sound  of  mal-de-mer 
by  night,  and  the  Gaul  arose.  From  that  moment  I 
had  no  further  peace.  He  kept  switching  up  the  electric 
light  till  morning.  First  he  turned  it  on  to  be  unwell ; 
then  he  bounded  out  again  because  he  had  forgotten 
to  say  his  prayers ;  then  he  heard  his  dog  barking 
overhead  somewhere,  and  said  it  would  starve  if  no- 
body looked  to  it.  The  dog  was  a  big  boarhound, 
and  extremely  valuable,  he  declared.  After  that  I 
reproved  the  man.  I  explained  that  sleep  was  not  an 
easy  matter  at  best  on  board  ship,  that  I  had  put  up 
with  a  good  deal,  and  must  beg  him  to  control  himself, 
extinguish  the  light,  and  be  quiet.     I  said  : 
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•'  What  you  hear  is  not  a  dog  at  all ;  it's  a  baby." 
He  assured  me  he  heard  a  dog  and  a  baby.  They 
were  both  his.  His  wife  was  with  the  baby  in  an 
adjacent  cabin,  doing  all  that  could  be  done  for  it ;  but 
there  was  nobody  with  the  dog,  though  certainly  the 
ship's  butcher  had  promised  to  look  after  him.  Upon 
hearing  this  I  felt  certain  that  his  dog  would  be  safe  in 
the  butcher's  hands,  and  comforted  the  man  about  it. 
Just  then  he  became  too  ill  to  argue,  and  when  he 
temporarily  recovered  a  horrid  thought  struck  him. 
He  turned  on  a  perfect  blaze  of  electric  light  again,  and 
rang  an  electric  bell  for  the  steward.  His  idea  was  a 
bottle  of  champagne.  He  remembered  to  have  heard 
that  champagne  in  sufficient  quantities  was  a  certain 
cure.  A  steward  duly  arrived,  brought  the  wine,  and 
popped  it  off  all  over  the  floor  of  the  cabin  ;  then  my 
miserable  travelling  companion  added  insult  to  injury 
by  asking  me  to  drink  with  him.  This  I  refused  to  do, 
and  he  imbibed  the  whole — which  intemperate  action, 
under  Providence,  almost  immediately  reduced  him  to 
a  condition  of  inebriated  silence. 
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Seafaring  Birds — Tlie  Captain  of  the  Tiber — Fiddles  and  Sea- 
legs — The  Ocean  settles  down — Concerning  Lifebelts — The 
'Whist  Fiend' — 'Captain  Cuttle'  — '  Peckham  Rye' — 
Sundry  Ladies — Food — The  Refrigerating  Apparatus. 

NEXT  morning  I  was  up  and  about,  watching  a 
dark,  sulky-looking  sea  bursting  away  from  the 
ship's  bows  with  angry  confusion  of  foaming  billows. 
In  our  wake  gleamed  a  beautiful  opalescent  ribbon  of 
pale  blue  light  over  the  waters  ;  and  hovering  there, 
on  brown  wings  and  grey,  fluttered  a  great  cloud  of 
seagulls.  Bold  and  brave,  with  plaintive  voices, 
bright  eyes,  undimmed  by  wind  or  sun,  and  little  feet 
tucked  away  beneath  them,  the  seafaring  birds  floated 
along  beside  us,  keeping  their  places  by  the  ship 
without  an  effort,  and  diving  downwards  in  hurried 
rivalry  when  fragments  of  broken  meat  were  from  time 
to  time  thrown  overboard. 

The  Captain  of  the  Tiber  approached  me,  and  I 
saluted  him.  He  was  a  grey,  weather-beaten  mariner, 
with  a  quaint,  briny  humour  peculiarly  his  own.  He 
disliked  literary  people,  because  a  gentleman  who 
recently  visited  the  West  Indies  and  wrote  a  book 
upon  them,  described  him  afterwards  in  print  as  blind 
of  one  eye,  whereas  the  truth  is  he  can  see  extremely 
well  with  both. 
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I  said  :  "  Good-morning,  Captain — fine  breeze." 

He  answered  :  **  Breeze  ?  Half  a  gale  of  wind,  I 
should  call  it !  " 

If  he  considers  it  half  a  gale  of  wind,  then  no  doubt 
it  is.  Here  am  I,  at  the  very  outset  of  this  ramble, 
underrating  the  confines  of  the  Bay  of  Biscay.  I  can 
see  I  do  not  take  the  North  Atlantic  nearly  seriously 
enough.  Some  day  we  may  be  wrecked  and  on  our 
beam  ends ;  and  I,  probably  under  the  delusion  that 
the  affair  is  only  a  capful  of  wind,  shall  be  found 
smoking  a  cigar  on  the  quarter-deck  when  I  ought  to 
be  green  with  dismay,  sitting  somewhere  in  a  cork 
jacket  waiting  for  the  lifeboat. 

*  Fiddles '  were  out  at  breakfast,  by  which  I  do  not 
mean  stringed  music,  but  contrivances  upon  the  tables 
into  which  are  firmly  fitted  the  crockery  and  other 
paraphernalia  for  a  meal.  But  there  was  only  a  meagre 
company  assembled  to  eat  of  the  luxuries  provided. 

I  went  into  the  question  of  sea-legs  afterwards,  and 
practised  to  acquire  them  for  some  hours.  It  was  just 
the  weather  for  learning  to  walk  a  ship,  I  started 
up-hill,  with  bent  knees,  an  anxious  expression,  and  a 
keen  eye  for  different  parts  of  the  vessel  a  man  might 
cling  to  in  case  of  need.  But  suddenly  the  acclivity 
ahead  became  a  declivity,  and  I  found  myself  flying 
down  a  precipice  straight  over  the  bulwarks.  Then, 
when  I  got  under  weigh  once  more,  the  Tiber  rolled, 
instead  of  pitching  as  I  had  foreseen,  and  I  careered 
into  the  scuppers  and  bruised  some  of  my  more 
prominent  limbs.  Every  way,  of  course,  leads  into  the 
sea,  more  or  less,  and  one's  centre  of  gravity  simply 
becomes  a  treasured  myth. 
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The  Doctor  tells  me  very  little  is  doing  with  him, 
and  that  chiefly  of  a  nocturnal  nature.  People  appear 
frightened  of  the  Doctor  by  day,  but  send  for  him 
under  cover  of  the  darkness — generally  when  he  has 
settled  down  to  play  whist,  or  gone  to  bed.  He  has 
rather  a  strange  remedy  for  seasickness :  apples  and 
champagne  taken  alternately.  I  scarcely  fancy  it  suits 
this  set  of  passengers.  Many  are  still  invisible,  and 
some  only  emerge,  wan  and  wild,  at  long  intervals. 
These  fly  about  after  the  Captain,  worry  him  con- 
cerning the  weather,  and  then  rush  back  again  to  their 
holes. 

Three  days  out,  however,  a  condition  of  complete 
equilibrium  set  in ;  and  one  happy  morning  we  feasted 
our  eyes  on  the  sight  of  an  ocean  as  flat  as  the 
Serpentine,  gleaming  and  sparkling  under  a  blue  sky 
and  a  blazing  sun.  The  night  before  I  had  had  another 
rather  painful  scene  with  my  Frenchman.  Just  as  we 
were  about  to  retire,  he  suddenly  caught  sight  of  the 
cork  life-jackets  this  Company  places  in  every  ship's 
cabin  for  the  convenience  of  passengers  in  case  of 
wreck.  The  aspect  of  these  things,  instead  of  com- 
forting him,  made  the  man  nervous  and  ill  at  ease. 
He  insisted  upon  trying  one  on,  and  finding  that  it 
fitted  him  extremely  well,  showed  an  inclination  to  go 
to  bed  in  it  and  tried  to  urge  me  into  one.     I  said  : 

"  Hang  it,  my  dear  chap,  you  can't  sleep  in  that. 
Don't  be  so  absurd  !  " 

He  explained  there  was  no  absurdity  about  it ;  he 
pointed  out  that  the  Company  must  know  best ;  he 
asked  me  what  I  supposed  these  life-saving  contri- 
vances were  put  here  for.     "  There  is  always  peril  in 
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the  sea,"  he  asserted.  "  By  wearing  this  same  Hfebelt 
I  lessen  the  peril.     Is  it  not  so  ?  " 

**  As  to  peril,"  I  answered,  "  you  are  speaking  to  the 
wrong  man.  I  have  already  differed  on  a  point  of 
jeopardy  with  the  Captain.  /  don't  believe  there  is 
any  danger ;  but  keep  the  thing  on  by  all  means  if  it 
steadies  your  nerves.  Never  say  I  advised  you  to  take 
it  off.  I  should  not  like  you  to  be  drowned  through  not 
wearing  it,  and  then  go  about  telling  people  in  the  next 
world  that  the  fault  was  mine." 

Finally  he  made  a  compromise  and  got  out  of  the 
cork  contrivance,  but  arranged  it  where  he  could  leap 
back  into  it  instantly  should  necessity  arise. 

When  the  news  of  that  splendid  third  morning  at 
sea  spread  through  the  ship  flocks  of  strange  people 
one  had  never  even  heard  of  came  creeping  out  on 
deck,  with  an  air  of  timid  inquiry.  Finding  that  they 
had  not  been  misinformed,  they  grew  joyous,  and 
dragged  forth  deck  chairs  and  began  taking  pleasure 
in  life  once  more.  Thus  did  the  ladies  act ;  the  men 
produced  spy-glasses  and  tobacco  pouches,  and  donned 
nautical-looking  hats.  None  of  them  had  been  sea- 
sick. They  had  all  been  writing  private  letters  in  their 
cabins. 

There  is  no  better  place  than  a  big  ship  for  studying 
character,  because  your  victims  cannot  escape  from 
you.  I  haunted  folks,  and  probed  the  inner  secrets  of 
their  lives,  and  took  down  their  private  addresses,  and 
promised  to  look  them  up  at  their  homes  when  we  all 
got  back  to  England.  Some,  of  course,  were  going 
home.  These  tried  to  conceal  their  private  addresses 
from  me,  because  they  knew  I  would  certainly  come, 
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and  perhaps  quarter  myself  upon  them  for  weeks  and 
months.  I  might  be  the  veriest  vampire  for  all  they 
could  tell.  To  them  I  explained  that  I  had  heard  of 
the  astounding  hospitality  and  heartiness  of  West 
Indians  generally,  and  was  going  out  as  much  to  prove 
the  truth  of  that  as  anything. 

Individually  the  passengers  are  nearly  all  full  of 
interest.  We  have,  for  instance,  a  man  who  is  going 
out  to  some  spot  in  South  America  to  literally  coin 
money  and  open  a  new  mint.  He  has  justly  earned 
for  himself  the  title  of  the  '  Whist  Fiend,'  from  his 
pertinacious  adherence  to  that  game,  and  from  his 
deplorable  exposition  of  it.  He  has  a  system  of  under- 
playing that  can  only  be  described  as  inhuman  ;  and 
he  justifies  these  atrocities  out  of  *  Cavendish,'  which 
is  simply  the  devil  quoting  Scripture  to  his  purpose. 
This  same  man  also  sings  at  unseasonable  times  and 
at  unreasonable  length.  He  has  let  it  be  generally 
known  that  he  presently  intends  to  organise  a 
concert. 

Then  we  number  also  a  round,  tubby,  ancient  mariner, 
nicknamed  '  Captain  Cuttle,'  who  is  travelling  on 
business  for  a  firm.  Amongst  other  foreign  things  he 
possesses  a  wondrous  rug,  made  entirely  of  opossum 
skins.  He  flaunts  it  unceasingly,  and  tucks  the  ladies 
up  in  it  when  they  are  sitting  on  deck,  and  so  secures 
their  goodwill.  He  told  me,  concerning  the  rug,  that 
it  had  cost  the  lives  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  opossums, 
and  that  he  had  shot  all  but  two  of  them  himself. 
The  reservation  made  the  story  sound  interesting,  and 
almost  true.  I  inquired  where  the  final  couple  of 
opossums    came    from,    and   he    said    they   were    both 
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caught  in  traps — by  him.  That  ruined  the  entire 
anecdote  and  confirmed  my  doubts. 

'  Peckham  Rye  '  is  another  interesting,  elderly  study. 
He  is  so  called  because  that  populous  spot  claims 
him  for  its  own.  He  bristles  with  information  about 
bi-metallism  and  old-age  pensions  and  the  Revised 
Version,  and  thousands  of  other  concerns  a  man  can- 
not get  up  much  interest  in  at  sea.  Once,  in  the  midst 
of  the  most  uncalled-for  exhibition  of  learning  I  ever 
heard  in  my  life,  Peckham  Rye  as  nearly  as  possible 
fell  overboard.  We  saved  him  reluctantly,  but  felt  not 
a  little  comforted  about  this  mishap,  because  it  seemed 
to  show  that  the  man  was  beginning  to  annoy  even 
Providence  with  his  erudition.  It  should  have  been 
a  lesson,  but  the  very  next  day  I  saw  him,  down  in 
a  corner  of  the  saloon,  being  didactic  among  some 
women,  where  he  knew  Providence  could  not  get  at 
him  without  upsetting  the  whole  ship  and  making  a 
scene   before  ladies. 

There  was  a  hospital  nurse,  too,  with  original 
views  about  seasickness.  She  did  not  believe  in  it  at 
Southampton,  and  explained  to  me  that  the  illness  was 
simply  hysteria,  and  a  thing  she  had  no  sympathy  or 
patience  with.  She  went  on  sneering  at  seasickness 
until  we  were  well  out  of  the  dock  ;  then  she  quieted 
down  and  grew  rather  more  charitable ;  then  quite 
thoughtful ;  then  utterly  bewildered  ;  and  finally  panic- 
stricken.  It  is  a  fact  that  that  poor  girl  was  the  very 
first  of  our  ship's  company  to  be  ill,  and  the  very  last 
to  get  well  again. 

We  were  also  privileged  to  convey  another  lady,  all 
brain  and  intellect  and  soul  and  nerves.     She  had  come 
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to  sea  for  her  health.  I  never  saw  or  heard  of,  or 
even  read  about,  such  an  artistic  woman  before.  She 
groaned  at  the  Phihstine  decorations  of  the  ship  ;  she 
nearly  fainted  at  the  scheme  of  colouring,  and  she 
pointed  out  where  peacock  greens  and  half-tones  and 
arrangements  in  drab  should  supersede  the  brutal 
blacks  and  whites  and  yellows  which  at  present  adorned 
us.  She  loved  pictures  of  the  sea,  she  told  me,  and 
admitted  that  good  ones  gave  her  more  pleasure  than 
the  ocean  itself. 

I  looked  out  over  a  noble  vision  of  sapphire  waters 
under  a  sky  of  turquoise  ;  I  drew  her  attention  to  the 
soft  glories  of  a  thousand  fleecy  clouds,  sun-kissed  and 
smiling  ;  I  pointed  to  tiny  rainbows  gleaming  in  the 
crests  of  foam  around  us  as  the  wind  caught  them  and 
threw  them  aloft ;  I  expatiated  on  these  manifestations 
of  Nature,  and  asked  her  where  was  the  man  who 
could  tell  half  or  a  quarter  of  such  things  in  paint  ? 
She  seemed  surprised,  and  said  : 

"  Why,  this  is  nothing ;  this  is  Brett,  not  at  his  best, 
or  Moore.  I  fear  you  are  a  tyro  in  art.  Do  you  know 
Mr.  Whistler's  marines  ?  " 

Then  I  quickly  realised  what  her  theory  of  the 
Universe  was.  She  firmly  believed  that  in  the  begin- 
ning God  created  heaven  and  earth,  and  afterwards 
Mr.  Whistler,  to  make  remarks,  paint  things,  pull  the 
world  together  generally,  rectify  Nature's  errors,  round 
her  rough  corners,  and  carry  on  the  good  work.  For 
all  1  know  this  may  be  the  case.  Man  is  a  theory- 
making,  theory-loving  animal,  and,  as  a  result,  there 
are  about  a  thousand  theories  in  this  world  to  every 
solid  fact.     But  still  it  happens  that  the  facts  have  the 
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best  of  it,  because  no  fact  can  confound  anutlicr  :  they 
live  together  in  eternal  peace ;  whereas  theories  lead 
but  a  cat-and-dog  existence,  and  the  mortality  amongst 
them  is  frightful  to  contemplate. 

Our  Captain  divides  this  voyage  into  three  parts,  of 
varying  duration,  viz.  : 

(i)  Passengers  are  hors  de  combat,  and  give  trouble 
to  nobody  but  the  stewards  and  stewardesses. 

(2)  Passengers  have  recovered,  and  spend  the  greater 
part  of  their  time  in  eating  and  drinking  more  than  is 
necessary  or  good  for  them. 

(3)  Passengers  begin  to  know  more  about  the  sea 
than  sailors  do ;  they  grow  assertive,  and  growl  and 
whine  concerning  the  length  of  the  voyage ;  they  ask 
if  anything  is  the  matter  with  the  ship,  and  want  to 
know  what  has  become  of  Barbados. 

There  is  some  malice  in  this  catalogue,  no  doubt ; 
but  an  element  of  truth  lurks  there  also.  People 
unquestionably  fail  to  practise  self-control  and  wisdom 
aboard  ship  in  the  matter  of  food.  The  sea  gives  an 
abnormal  appetite,  and  offers  few  facihties  for  an  equal 
proportion  of  exercise  and  active  employment.  My 
Frenchman  is  a  case  in  point.  He  performs  magni- 
ficently at  table,  and  never  takes  any  exercise  at  all. 
He  does  not  even  shave  himself,  because  he  knew  a 
man  who  had  a  friend  who  nearly  cut  his  throat  while 
shaving  at  sea.  But  my  Frenchman  is  instructive  at 
meals  as  well  as  amusing.  He  pretends  to  great  judg- 
ment and  discrimination  in  the  matter  of  diet  generally, 
and  discards  ostentatiously  any  dish  which  may  be 
considered  unwholesome.  Thus  plain  joints,  vegetable 
soups,   rice  puddings,   sponge  cakes,  stale  bread,   and 
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such  things,  he  turns  from  with  absolute  terror  ;  but 
lobsters,  entrees,  fantastic  French  salads,  tipsy  cakes, 
sauces,  ices,  and  the  like,  he  partakes  of  without  stint ; 
and  he  explains  that  these  things  are  essential  to  his 
vital  centres. 

This    man's    boarhound    is    settling   down,    but    his 
baby  does  not  approve  of  the  sea.     There  are  several 
babies  on  board,  and  none  of  them  care  about  it.     The 
Purser  had  a  design  by  which  these  babies  might  be 
placed  in  the  refrigerator  and  their  animation  suspended 
until  they  reached  their  destinations.     The  Doctor  said 
that  nothing  would    be   easier    than   to   thus   suspend 
their  animation  ;  the  only  difficulty  must  occur  when 
it  came  to  reviving  them  again.     This   he,  for   one, 
refused  to  undertake,  so  the  enterprise  dropped  through. 
Our  refrigerator  is  as  interesting  as  anything  in  the 
ship.     The  Company  provide  extra  thick  winter  cloth- 
ing for  those  whose  business   takes  them  into  it — a 
necessary  precaution ;  for  the  temperature  within  the 
freezing  chamber  is  probably  colder  than  that  at  the 
North  Pole.     Once  it  chanced  that  a  man  entered  this 
chilly  apartment ;  and  a  roll  of  the  ship  banged  the  door 
behind  him,  and  made  him  a  prisoner.     There  is,  how- 
ever, a  pipe  leading  into  the  refrigerator,  down  which 
the  thermometer  can  be  lowered  upon  occasion ;  and 
using  this  pipe  as  a  speaking-tube,  the  perishing  man 
bawled  out  his  difficulties  as  loudly  as  possible.     He 
was   fortunately   overheard    and    rescued    before    the 
apparatus  had  time  to  freeze  him  hard  and  kill  him. 

Awnings  are  up  on  the  ship  now,  and  amateur 
photographers  are  everywhere,  driving  passengers  into 
groups  and  perpetuating  their  outward  forms  whether 
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they  wish  it  or  not.  The  Doctor  is  a  sinner  in  this 
sort,  but  he  trusts  to  some  secret,  invisible  system,  and 
photographs  people  to  their  faces  without  their  knowing 
it.  Thus,  though  the  Captain  boasts  that  he  has  never 
been  '  done,'  and  never  intends  to  be,  yet,  to  my  certain 
knowledge,  the  Doctor  has  already  snapped  him  thrice. 


CHAPTER    III. 

Divine  Service  and  Fire  Drill— The  Baths— Nautical  Mathematics 
— Interesting  Incident  with  the  Purser's  Cat — The  First 
Officer— The  Second  Officer— The  Third  Officer ;  his  Feat 
with  a  Haytian  Man-of-war — Flying-fish — Unpleasant  Inci- 
dent involving  My  Nose  and  Another — The  Concert. 

DIVINE  service  is  celebrated  on  Sundays  in  the 
main  saloon.  Such  of  the  crew  as  are  not 
actively  engaged  attend  it,  and  the  officers  all  come  in 
their  best  clothes  and  support  the  Captain.  He  reads 
from  the  Bible  placed  upon  a  Union  Jack.  Our 
Captain  is  accounted  the  most  rapid  reader  and  prayer 
in  the  Company,  and  I  should  judge  he  must  be. 
Morning  prayer  occupied  him  about  thirteen  minutes ; 
then  the  Purser  and  his  assistant  went  round  and 
collected  the  offertory,  and  a  steward  took  a  plate  up  to 
the  poop  for  donations,  so  that  those  who  had  kept 
away  from  church  should  not  escape.  The  Captain 
cast  his  eye  over  the  collection  when  it  reached  him, 
and  appeared  horrified  and  disgusted  to  find  copper 
coins  in  it.  The  immediate  result  was  that  he  launched 
the  blessing  at  us  as  though  it  had  been  a  malediction, 
and  then  told  somebody  to  ring  the  fire  bell. 

Fire  drill  is  but  a  dull  affair  on  board  ship  without 
a  real  fire.     The  boatswain  pipes  to  quarters,  and  the 
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officers  and  crew  run  round  and  take  up  their  stations 
by  the  different  boats,  and  nobody  pays  the  smallest 
attention  to  passengers.  Doubtless,  in  the  event  of 
a  true  conflagration,  we  should  be  considered  and 
carefully  packed  away ;  but  why  not  have  a  passenger 
fire  drill  too  ?  There  is  one  passenger  with  us  who 
will  need  a  boat  to  himself,  if  an  accident  happens  and 
they  determine  to  save  him.  But,  on  the  principle  of 
the  greatest  good  to  the  greatest  number,  I  should 
think  they  would  be  justified  in  leaving  him  on  the 
ship.  He  is  a  vast,  unwieldy,  taciturn  man,  but  very 
good-hearted,  and  a  source  of  interest  to  everybody. 
We  all  wonder  how  he  gets  into  his  berth  at  night, 
how  he  likes  it  when  he  is  in,  and  if  he  can  get  out  by 
himself  or  summons  stewards.  He  has  curious  ideas 
about  the  sea,  and  will  sit  for  hours  gazing  blankly  out 
upon  it,  with  abject  misery  stamped  on  his  face.  Once 
I  saw  him  thus,  and  asked  him  if  anything  were  amiss. 
He  turned  to  me  in  evident  suffering,  and  said  : 

"Look  at  it!  Look  at  it !  Day  after  day,  just  the 
same ;  not  a  sail,  not  a  fin,  not  a  wing  1  I  never  saw 
such  a  monotonous  tract  of  ocean  in  all  my  life.  It's 
maddening  ! " 

Now  the  question  is.  What  did  that  man  expect  to 
see  in  the  middle  of  the  North  Atlantic?  Naval 
manoeuvres  and  regattas  possibly. 

Some  comic  incidents  occur  with  the  baths.  People 
are  selfish  about  them,  and,  instead  of  stopping  a  few 
minutes  and  then  making  way  for  other  bathers,  lock 
themselves  in  and  refuse  to  come  out.  One  ill-advised 
man  never  took  less  than  half  an  hour,  and,  when 
others  grumbled  at  him,  said  he  should  not  hurry  for 
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anybody.  But,  this  coming  to  the  Captain's  ears,  he 
directed  a  definite  and  summary  action  in  the  matter  : — 
"  Tell  him  he  can  stop  five  minutes,  no  more.  If  he 
doesn't  come  then,  turn  on  the  steam  and  boil  him  out." 
Which  was  done.  He  refused  to  budge  when  invited 
as  usual,  so  the  bath  steward  turned  on  a  volume  of 
steam  (by  which  the  baths  are  heated)  and  boiled  that 
cantankerous  traveller  out  in  rather  less  than  no  time. 
He  tore  up  on  deck  almost  in  a  state  of  nature, 
under  an  impression  the  ship  had  blown  up  or  the  end 
of  the  world  was  come  ;  and  when  he  learned  what  had 
really  been  arranged,  that  man  lost  all  self-control,  and 
swore,  and  raged,  and  informed  the  Captain  that  he 
should  summon  him  when  they  reached  Barbados. 

The  Captain  answered  :  "  Do,  if  it  will  give  you  any 
pleasure,  but  you'll  have  to  be  smart,  because  I'm  only 
stopping  there  a  very  few  hours." 

On  another  occasion  a  bath  was  found  to  be  locked, 
and  no  reponse  came  to  repeated  challenges.  There  were 
rumours  of  a  suicide.  We  clustered  round,  full  of  excite- 
ment and  horror ;  we  pictured  some  terrific  tragedy  ; 
v/e  looked  about  us  eagerly  to  see  who  was  missing. 
A  few  feared  it  had  pleased  Heaven  to  snatch  away  the 
Whist  Fiend  from  among  us ;  others  suspected  that 
Captain  Cuttle  or  Peckham  Rye  had  perhaps  cut  short 
his  beautiful  life  for  private  reasons.  So  the  Doctor 
and  the  carpenter  were  sent  for,  and  the  door  was 
broken  open.  Then,  prepared  for  anything,  we  all 
dashed  forward,  and  found  that  two  mites  of  girls  had 
locked  themselves  in  there,  just  to  be  quiet  and  sail 
paper  boats,  and  escape  from  the  worry  of  grown-up 
people. 
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The  officers  congregate  every  day  before  noon,  take 
sights  with  sextants,  and  correct  the  ship's  course  if 
necessary.  A  sextant  is  an  arrangement  of  telescopes 
and  dials  and  magnif3ang-glasses  and  mirrors  and  little 
round  panes  of  red  and  blue  and  green  glass.  You  get 
the  thing  into  working  order,  look  up  into  the  air  through 
it,  and  bring  the  image  of  the  sun  down  to  the  horizon- 
Then  you  read  off  the  result  on  a  plate,  and  go  away  to 
your  cabin  and  work  out  the  figures  with  some  system 
of  higher  mathematics.  I  took  a  few  sights  with  a  red 
sun,  obtained  some  fine  artistic  effects,  and  afterwards 
studied  navigation  rather  deeply,  digesting  several  works 
upon  it.  Now,  should  any  occasion  for  so  doing  arise, 
I  could  find  the  latitude  by  Double  Altitudes,  or 
ascertain  the  Horary  Angle.  I  could  also  correct  the 
Moon's  Apparent  Altitude,  though  I  certainly  should 
never  presume  to  take  such  a  step  unless  for  some  very 
exceptional  reason.  Accomplishments  of  this  kind  are 
not,  of  course,  mastered  without  considerable  toil. 
They  necessitate  familiarity  with  the  Horizontal  Paral- 
lax, with  Auxiliary  Arcs,  with  Logarithms,  and  other 
profound  matters  of  that  kind. 

I  told  the  First  Officer,  casually  in  conversation,  that 
the  Right  Ascension  is  the  arc  of  the  Equinoctial, 
intercepted  between  the  first  point  of  Aries  and  the 
meridian  passing  through  the  object ;  and  I  added,  to 
clinch  the  matter,  that  people  invariably  reckoned  it 
eastward  up  to  360''  or  24h. 

He  answered  that  he  had  known  this  curious  fact  for 
years,  but  was  astounded  to  find  that  I  did ;  and  he 
congratulated  me  sincerely. 

When  we  v/ere  in  latitude  33°  46'  North,  longitude 
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29°  43'  West,  the  Purser's  cat  had  kittens,  rather 
unexpectedly.  I  mention  this  because,  though  not 
generally  interesting  to  anybody  but  the  Purser,  it 
preludes  a  point  worth  knowing.  Her  Majesty's  Royal 
Mail  ships  are  bound  by  law  to  carry  cats.  If  it 
chanced  that  rats,  of  which  every  vessel  has  a  certain 
number,  nibbled  through  the  mail  bags  and  ate  any 
important  document,  the  Company  would  suffer  and 
be  punished  for  culpable  negligence  unless  it  proved 
the  presence  of  cats  on  board.  Then  nothing  could 
be  said  or  done. 

Our  First  Officer  is  an  extremely  entertaining  and 
instructive  man ;  but  he  dislikes  inquiring  people ; 
and  upon  a  recent  voyage,  when  the  passengers  were 
more  trying  and  athirst  for  knowledge  than  usual, 
he  pinned  a  placard  on  his  breast,  with  the  words  '/ 
really  don't  know '  painted  upon  it.  I  suspect  the  First 
Officer  told  me  this  story  with  a  particular  purpose ; 
but  I  am  not  the  man  to  take  a  hint  of  that  sort  at 
sea. 

He  narrated  many  early  experiences  when  he  was 
serving  his  apprenticeship  on  board  different  sailing- 
vessels.  The  matter  arose  from  a  penance  he  meted 
out  to  one  of  our  crew.  This  sailor — a  young  one — 
committed  the  crime  of  carelessness,  and  knocked  some 
paint  off  a  door ;  so  the  First  Officer  directed  that  he 
should  walk  up  and  down  the  lower  bridge  during  the 
next  dog-watch,  with  a  handspike  on  his  shoulder. 
Then  he  explained  that  he  had  often  incurred  similar 
and  severer  punishments  himself  in  his  younger  days. 
From  what  he  told  me  I  should  say  that  these  rewards 
were  thoroughly  deserved.     It  was  his  jovial  custom, 
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assisted  by  other  apprentices,  to  set  fire  to  people  in 
authority,  organise  successful  raids  on  the  ship's  pro- 
visions, and  do  other  like  daring  feats  of  arms.  He 
admitted  himself  that  he  had  made  the  lives  of  many 
sailing-ship  captains  a  burden  to  them.  As  an  example 
of  his  originality  I  may  instance  a  wild  freak  in  an 
Australian  port.  At  this  place  he  and  his  friends, 
thinking  ill  of  their  skipper,  perpetrated  a  very  con- 
siderable jest  at  the  poor  man's  expense.  Their  ship 
lay  alongside  a  jetty  with  her  bowsprit  projecting  over 
a  line  of  rails.  Here  at  low  tide,  in  the  dead  of  night, 
stood  a  locomotive.  This  the  First  Officer  firmly 
lashed  with  ropes  to  the  bowsprit  above  it,  and  as 
the  tide  rose,  of  course  the  engine  was  dragged  up- 
wards. Next  morning  firemen  and  people  came  to 
look  after  their  engine,  found  it  dangling  in  the  air, 
and  naturally  made  a  good  deal  of  fuss  about  the 
matter ;  for  while  the  engine  remained  in  this  state 
of  suspension  all  traffic  and  business  had  to  be 
suspended  also  ;  and  nobody  could  get  to  work  till  the 
tide  went  out  again  and  the  locomotive  came  down. 

The  Second  Officer  is  pleased  to  be  very  agreeable 
and  unsparing  of  knowledge.  He  has  a  particularly 
attractive  cabin,  hung  with  pictures  and  Liberty  art 
fabrics.  The  Second  Officer  possesses  splendid 
volumes  of  photographs,  sundry  curiosities,  and  a  tame 
petitiva  which  he  secured  at  Pernambuco.  This 
petitiva  is  a  cheerful  little  fowl,  about  as  big  as  a 
sparrow,  an  excellent  singer,  and  a  good  sailor.  It  has 
been  at  sea  nearly  two  years  now,  and  naturally  gives 
the  Second  Officer  much  gratification. 

Our  Third  Officer  is  an  Admiral  in  a  foreig:n  fleet. 
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It  happened  that  the  Haytian  Government  was  in  the 
midst  of  one  of  its  usual  fortnightly  revolutions,  and 
invited  him  to  take  charge  of  a  man-of-war.  This  he 
did,  and  they  afterwards  presented  him  with  a  sword 
and  gun,  an  address,  and  the  title  of  Admiral.  He 
fairly  won  these  distinctions, — for  though  the  Haytians 
are  great  soldiers,  their  nautical  powers  are  paltry  ;  and 
while  the  people  on  board  were  banging  away  and 
shooting  down  houses  on  shore,  and  generally  fighting 
magnificently,  our  Third  Officer  had  to  do  all  the  work 
of  the  ship.  At  times,  so  preoccupied  did  the  crew 
become  with  war  and  carnage,  that  their  Admiral 
found  it  necessary  to  even  drag  up  the  anchor  himself, 
and  steer,  and  look  after  the  machinery ;  which  is 
rather  clerical,  degrading  sort  of  work  for  an  Admiral. 
Finally  the  business  got  upon  our  Third  Officer's 
nerves.  He  never  knew  for  whom  he  was  fighting. 
The  Government  of  Hayti  changes  about  twice  a  week, 
and  you  may  be  an  insurgent  or  a  rebel,  or  a  supporter 
of  the  prevaihng  powers,  or  a  refugee,  or  anything. 
Thus,  in  the  case  of  this  said  Third  Officer,  he  would 
bombard  a  town  in  the  morning,  and  perhaps  get  an 
invitation  from  the  same  place  to  take  afternoon  tea 
with  the  authorities.  So  he  gave  it  all  up  and  joined 
the  Royal  Mail  Company,  where  there  is  not  so  much 
glory,  but  more  assured  remuneration  and  more 
stability. 

At  last  we  steamed  away  from  the  '  Roaring  Forties,' 
which,  after  all,  had  not  roared  much,  and  into  the 
Tropics.  Flying-fish  greeted  us.  They  flitted  about 
like  specks  of  sunshine,  and  we  only  noted  them  at 
first  by  observing   little   unexpected    splashes   in   the 
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ocean.  The  flying-fish  quickly  became  more  numerous, 
and  one  fell  upon  the  ship.  An  able  seaman  secured 
it  early  in  the  morning,  and  very  foolishly  ate  it.  If 
he  had  brought  the  fish  to  the  passengers  instead,  he 
might  have  sold  it  at  a  good  profit.  Flying-fish  skim 
along  at  no  great  pace,  but  very  gracefully ;  then,  when 
a  wave  passes  that  suits  them,  they  splash  down  into 
it  and  vanish.  Sometimes  they  would  leap  away  from 
our  bows  a  dozen  at  a  time,  but  more  often  singly  or 
in  couples.  They  do  not  live  an  entirely  pleasant  life. 
Several  other  fish  value  them  highly  as  food,  and  when 
they  hasten  out  into  the  air  to  escape  from  these,  birds 
take  up  the  hunt  and  give  them  no  peace. 

The  ocean  grows  glassy  smooth,  there  is  scarcely  a 
breath  of  air  save  that  made  by  the  steamer  in  her 
progress,  the  seas  are  a  glorious  blue,  and  people  begin 
to  burn  the  most  extraordinary  colours.  For  my  own 
poor  part  I  became  bright  red  in  a  single  afternoon, 
and  others  turned  brown  and  black  and  yellow. 
Some  are  variegated,  and  embrace  all  these  hues  in 
combination.  Our  noses  suffer  principally,  and  a  man 
made  rather  a  questionable  joke  about  mine.  He  said 
that  if  I  went  to  the  West  Indies  to  find  respectable, 
responsible  work,  my  nose  would  be  all  against  me. 
I  declared  that  I  would  rather  have  my  crimson  nose 
than  his  piebald  one. 

I  said  :  "  I  can  keep  the  skin  on  my  nose,  anyhow ; 
that's  more  than  you  can  do." 

There  was  quite  an  unpleasantness  about  it. 

The  concert  duly  became  a  fact.  Everybody  crowded 
into  the  ladies'  music  saloon  after  dinner  one  evening, 
and  the  entertainment  was  begun  by  a  Jewish-looking 
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gentleman.     He  sang  a  love  song,  and  evidently  in- 
tended  it   for   the  ear  of  his   fair  accompanist  alone ; 
certainly  nobody  else  heard  it.     Then  a  clean-shaven 
Scotchman,  who  had  not  been  very  forward  or  pushing 
until    this    evening,    volunteered    another    lamentable 
concern   involving  the  piano.     A  reciter  followed  him 
— a   mild   youth   with    small   yellow   whiskers,    weak, 
pleading  eyes,  and  unlimited  confidence  both  in  himself 
and  us.     He  spoke  in  a  little  conversational  voice,  and 
struck  divers  very  unconventional  attitudes.     As  a  con- 
tortionist the  young  thing  might  have  perhaps  picked 
up   a   living ;    as  a   reciter  of  English  verse   it  would 
be   merely  unkind  to  criticise  him.     He  tried  to  give 
us  pleasure,  and  a  few  of  the  more  charitable  applauded 
him    when    it   was   understood    that    he    had   finished. 
Then  the  Whist  Fiend  himself  sang,  with  an  unlubri- 
cated  sort  of  voice.     The  concern  was  a  duet,  and  his 
partner  appeared  to  be  the  only  really  adequate  musician 
on  board ;  which  fact  struck  the  ruffianly  Whist  Fiend 
too,  so  he  crowded  on  sail  to  drown  her  with  brutal 
volume  of  sound.     In  this   he  succeeded ;  and    then, 
purposely  mistaking  the  nature  of  the   applause,  pre- 
pared  to    sing   again    by   himself.      Nobody   had   the 
nerve  to  get  up  and  prevent  it,  so  he  dashed  off  once 
more,   about  a  voice  from  heaven  which,   he  alleged, 
he  had  heard  in  a  dream.     The  wonder  is  that  a  man 
like  this  does  not  get  a  stroke  from  heaven,  or  some 
palpable  check  of  that  sort,  while  he  is  awake ;  a  mere 
voice   in   a   dream   is   no  good.     Then   Captain   Cuttle 
obliged.     It  was  rumoured   that  he   had    led   a   most 
wild,   adventurous  life,  and  people  naturally  expected 
no   little   entertainment    from    some    of   his    personal 
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reminiscences.      He    clearly   disliked    the    task    before 
him,  but  braced  himself  up,  and  spoke  thus : 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  was  once  ashore  at  a 
place  on  the  south  coast  of  Africa.  However,  I  forget 
the  name.  It  was  night-time,  and  I  was  walking  alone 
through  a  desolate,  deserted  sort  of  country — deserted, 
that  is,  by  human  creatures.  However,  there  were 
plenty  of  beasts  there.  It  was  night-time,  and  I  was 
just  walking  down  alone  through  the  desolate  country. 
I  had  a  pistol  with  me.  However,  it  was  broken,  so 
I  just  whipped  out  a  knife  that  I  always  carry  on  my 
right  thigh  in  a  sheath,  and  I  says,  '  Now  come  what 
come  may,  I'll  do  or  die.'  I  should  have  said  that  I 
heard  footsteps  following  me ;  and  they'd  been  following 
steadily  for  miles  and  miles,  all  through  as  desolate 
and  deserted  a  sort  of  country  as  ever  I  see ;  so  I  said, 
'I'll  do  or  die.'  Then  what  should  I  see,  right  on  the 
starboard  bow,  but  a  light !  a  square  sort  of  a  red  light, 
that  looked,  sure  enough,  like  a  civilised  light,  being 
square.  So  I  said,  '  Come  what  come  may,  but  that's 
my  mark.'  However,  the  footsteps  was  following  all 
the  time,  mind  you.  I  just  hove  alongside  the  light; 
and  there  was  a  house  and  a  door,  and  who'd  have 
thought  of  such  a  thing  there  ?  However,  I  went 
right  in,  and  nobody  cared  because  it  was  just  an  inn 
— a  public  inn — where  they  put  up  wayfarers ;  though 
Lord  knows  there  can't  have  been  much  custom,  as 
a  rule,  in  that  desolate  and  deserted  sort  of  country. 
However,  I  never  heard  them  footsteps  again,  and  I 
don't  know  to  this  hour  what  was  following  me  that 
night." 

*  However,'  they  all  applauded,  though  personally  it 
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seemed  to  me,  that  if  this  was  the  most  exciting  thing 
which  had  happened  to  the  man,  his  Hfe  must  have 
been  about  the  tamest  on  record. 

More  singing  followed,  and  the  night  concluded  with 
dancing,  in  which  Peckham  Rye  distinguished  himself 
unfavourably.  He  could  not  dance  in  the  ordinary 
acceptation  of  the  term,  but  succumbed  to  some  feminine 
blandishments,  and  launched  out  into  an  intricate 
movement  which  made  it  necessary  for  him  to  go 
backward  from  time  to  time.  While  thus  engaged  he 
trod  upon  the  Captain  ;  and  that  officer,  who  hates  music 
on  the  ship,  and  loathes  the  mazy  dance,  immediately 
told  us  all  to  go  to  bed,  and  looked  as  if  he  wanted 
to  put  Peckham  Rye  in  irons — a  thing  nobody  would 
much  worry  about,  excepting  Peckham  Rye.  If  this 
man  really  were  incarcerated  and  chained  up  somewhere 
in  the  bottom  of  the  ship,  he  is  just  the  sort  of  placid 
bore  to  begin  talking  to  rats  and  cockroaches  and 
wearying  even  their  lives  out  of  them.  In  which  case, 
doubtless,  a  deputation  of  vermin  would  wait  upon  the 
Captain,  and  pray  that  Peckham  Rye  might  be  released 
or  removed. 


CHAPTER    IV. 

Conscience — A  Yarn  from  the  Captain — Another  Yarn  of  Him — 
Steam — Cloud  Harmonies  and  an  After-glow — A  Man  of 
One  Idea — Exciting  Incident  with  a  Barque — The  Whist- 
Fiend  and  the  pretty  Creole — Moonlight  to  Dawn — Carlisle 
Bay. 

IT  would  be  difficult  to  find  a  more  thorough  quieter 
of  conscience  than  ocean-travelling.  Long  sea 
voyages  have  probably  little  power  to  soothe  great 
remorse  or  drown  the  recollection  of  considerable 
crimes  ;  but  they  spread  a  complete  veil  over  small 
offences — the  right  things  people  leave  undone,  rather 
than  the  wrong  things  which  they  do.  At  sea  a  man 
is  idle  and  lazy  and  smokes  extra  pipes,  and  gives 
himself  up  to  pleasure  without  a  pang,  without  a  fear 
that  he  is  wasting  precious  hours  or  spending  too  much 
time  purely  upon  himself  If  conscience  worries — a 
thing  many  unreasonable  consciences  will  do,  even 
during  a  voyage — it  may  easily  be  quenched.  So, 
after  awhile,  consciences  grow  discouraged  and  leth- 
argic at  sea,  unless  something  out  of  the  common 
occurs  to  give  them  an  opportunity. 

People  now  reached  the  Captain's  third  stage.  Even 
quoits  and  the  nautical  game  of  '  Bull '  ceased  to  attract, 
and   passengers   grew    discontented    and    dissatisfied 
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The  Captain  did  everything  he  could  to  cheer  them  up 
and  excite  them.  He  pretended  to  see  whales,  which 
roused  us  all  into  enthusiasm  until  we  found  that 
nobody  ever  saw  them  but  the  Captain.  Then,  when 
he  knew  the  imaginary  whales  were  played  out,  he 
saw  ships  and  *  Portuguese  men-of-war'  ;  though  these 
latter  are  not  men-of-war  at  all,  but  little  fish  of  the 
Nautilus  genus.  They  float  beautifully  along  with 
sails  outspread  to  catch  the  wind. 

The   Captain    also   told    entertaining   sea   yarns,  of 
which  I  will  quote  a  single  happy  one. 

A  sailing-ship  was  manned  with  a  Lascar  crew — 
people  who  are  most  particular  in  matters  of  religion 
and  caste.  To  touch  pork  in  any  form  is  a  degrading 
thing  to  the  Lascar  ;  and  when  one  struck  his  head 
against  a  ham,  which  hung  suspended  from  a  beam  on 
the  orlop  deck  of  the  ship,  his  companions  agreed  that 
he  had  forfeited  his  caste,  and,  with  it,  his  right  to  any 
longer  enjoy  the  society  of  respectable  Lascars.  They 
dropped  him,  in  fact,  like  poison  ;  and  the  unfortunate 
creature  became  a  sort  of  pariah  upon  the  vessel, 
leading  an  altogether  desolate  and  miserable  life.  But 
the  Captain  of  the  ship,  appreciating  the  man's  forlorn 
position,  and  realising  that  something  must  be  done, 
consulted  with  the  Christian  officers  of  his  vessel,  and 
then  hit  upon  a  method  of  restoring  equality  and  order. 
He  had  all  the  Lascars  up  before  him,  upbraided  them 
for  their  lack  of  charity  and  their  narrow-mindedness  ; 
then  sent  a  quartermaster  for  a  ham.  With  this  he 
tapped  each  of  those  Lascars  upon  the  head,  and  thus, 
to  their  bitter  indignation,  brought  them  all  down  to 
the  same  caste  level  once  more. 
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Not  a  few  good  stories  are  told  of  our  Captain 
himself.  His  nickname  in  the  Royal  Mail  Service  is 
*Gag-'em/  because  on  one  occasion,  having  several 
unruly  sailors  in  irons,  he  added  gagging  to  their 
punishment,  in  order  that  their  profane  cursing  and 
swearing  might  be  stifled.  Once,  after  a  gale  of  wind, 
in  which  his  crew  distinguished  itself,  he,  standing  on 
the  bridge  at  the  time,  ordered  grog  to  be  served  to  all 
hands.  Scarcely  had  the  news  spread  generally,  when 
a  fireman's  voice  arrested  the  Captain's  attention.  This 
individual  was  below  in  the  stokehole,  but  the  venti- 
lators act  like  speaking  tubes,  and  the  fireman's  words 
came  directly  up  to  his  commander's  ears.  What  he  said 
was  this  :  "  Grog  ?  Old  Gag-'em's  got  a  fit  !  "  The 
Captain  made  no  remark  just  then,  but  directed  that 
the  seamen  should  have  their  refreshment  first,  and 
asked  to  be  told  when  it  came  to  the  firemen's  turn. 
Presently,  apprised  that  the  thirsty  stokers  and  fire- 
men were  waiting,  he  spoke  thus :  "  Then  stow  the 
bottle,  and  tell  'em  they'll  be  glad  to  know  old  Gag- 
'em's  recovered." 

Of  the  Engineers  and  their  department  much  might 
be  said  did  space  permit.  It  is  highly  interesting  to 
note  what  a  stupendous  part  steam  plays  on  board 
modern  vessels.  Formerly  steamships  were  not  with- 
out sailing  power  also ;  but  such  sails  as  are  now 
generally  carried  would  not  so  much  as  keep  steerage 
way  on  a  big  steamer.  Steam  it  is  that  drives  us, 
steers  us,  fights  our  electric  lamps,  loads  and  unloads 
us,  hoists  and  lowers  our  anchors,  warms  our  baths, 
heats  our  cabins  in  cold  weather,  pumps  us,  freezes 
our   food,   and   performs  many   other    minor    services. 
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Without  it  all  our  modern  naval  giants  would  be  about 
as  navigable  as  sardine  boxes. 

Here  is  a  tropical  sunset  that  we  were  privileged  to 
behold  two  days  before  reaching  Barbados.  The  sun, 
his  disc  having  once  touched  the  sea,  sank,  with 
amazing  rapidity,  from  an  orange  sky  that  faded  into 
palest  and  purest  tones  of  beryl.  Above,  there  swept 
a  wild  whirl  of  wind-torn  cloud,  all  ruby  and  red  gold ; 
below,  vast,  irregular,  vaporous  masses,  full  of  glorious 
light,  rested  upon  the  horizon  in  layers  and  tiers  and 
pinnacles.  Extending  to  north  and  south,  crimson 
islands,  great  and  small,  floated  singly  on  an  aerial 
ocean  of  purple,  or  merged  together  there  in  flying 
continents;  cloudy  giants  with  golden  crowns,  under 
tattered  banners  of  flame,  rolled  against  each  other  in 
tremendous  battle  ;  and  all  the  wide  heaven  burnt  and 
glowed  to  its  heart  of  heart  with  light  and  fire.  Then, 
when  these  splendours  had  nearly  faded  quite  away, 
when  the  bewildering  pageant  grew  cold  and  lifeless, 
there  trembled  out  again,  in  soft  harmonies  of  pearly 
silver  and  rose,  a  wondrous  after-glow — a  dream  sunset 
with  glories  chastened,  and  brilliance  moderated ;  with 
the  Evening  Star  twinkling  like  a  tear  on  the  bosom  of 
another  dead  day,  with  the  fast-flying  wings  of  Night 
swiftly  shrouding  the  sea  and  the  sky.  After  which 
high  fashion,  in  the  hand  of  their  God,  do  wind,  and 
sun,  and  the  mists  of  ocean,  magnificently  labour 
together. 

What  curious  and  unexpected  fountains  of  informa- 
tion bubble  up  out  of  some  people !  There  is  a  passenger 
on  the  Tiber,  with  only  one  subject  and  only  one  thought 
or    interest    in    life — viz.,    locusts.     He   will    exercise 
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surprising  ingenuity  in  dragging  conversation  round 
to  these  insects,  and,  in  my  case,  he  knows  that  after 
doing  so  he  will  have  all  the  talking  and  instruction 
to  himself,  because  I  am  not  much  learned  or  read  in 
locusts.  Once  he  saw  a  flight,  full  fifty  miles  long, 
crossing  the  Red  Sea  from  Zanzibar  to  Arabia,  Again, 
in  Afghanistan,  he  has  known  them  to  stop  a  train, 
and  eat  all  the  foliage  off  an  entire  range  of  mountains 
in  twenty-four  hours.  He  waited  to  see  if  I  accepted 
these  anecdotes;  and  then,  finding  that  I  did  so,  he 
almost  held  me  down  in  my  chair,  and  told  another  even 
more  remarkable  story.  Somewhere  towards  the  north 
of  China  there  once  came  a  flight  of  locusts  which  com- 
pletely dammed  up  a  river,  deflected  the  stream  of  it, 
and  so  drowned  a  town  of  three  thousand  people.  His 
theme  was  always  the  same.  I  never  saw  a  better 
example  of  a  one-subject  man. 

A  very  strange  thing  happened  upon  the  same  after- 
noon that  I  heard  these  locust  tales.  A  barque  was 
seen,  sailing  a  few  miles  off  on  our  starboard  bow, 
and  I  suddenly  found  the  stout  passenger  gazing  at  it 
through  a  telescope  with  great  delight. 

"  A  ship  with  flags  up  signalling  us,"  he  said ;  "yes, 
two  flags — the  top  one  blue,  with  a  white  stripe  across 
the  middle  of  it,  and  the  bottom  one  bright  red.  What 
do  they  mean,  d'you  suppose  ?  " 

We  proceeded  to  find  out,  and  accosted  the  Third 
Officer,  who,  at  the  moment,  was  descending  from  the 
wheel-house.  I  also  met  the  Doctor,  in  a  condition 
of  considerable  excitement,  hastening  away  to  his 
surgery. 

It  appears  the  distant  barque  has  had  an  accident, 
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and  needs  a  surgeon  at  once.  The  Captain  does  not 
much  hke  stopping,  but  common  humanity  commands 
instant  attention  to  such  a  signal.  So  the  ship  slows 
down,  a  boat  is  lowered,  and  the  Doctor,  armed  with 
instruments  for  saving  hfe,  gets  into  her.  Our  Fourth 
Officer  accompanies  him,  having  a  very  pretty  talent 
in  operative  surgery  himself,  and  often  proving  valuable 
to  medical  men  at  sea. 

Whilst  they  rowed  along  and  we  watched  them,  the 
Captain  discussed  derelicts,  and  told  us  that  personally 
under  no  circumstances  would  he  pick  up  anything 
but  a  human  being  in  mid-ocean.  An  incident  which 
happened  in  the  case  of  another  commander  filled  his 
mind  and  acted  as  a  -warning  and  deterrent.  This 
officer  once  stopped  for  an  open  boat.  All  it  contained 
was  some  cases  of  gold  coin.  These  were  taken  home, 
delivered  to  the  authorities,  duly  identified,  and  traced 
to  their  right  destination.  But  the  rescuer,  for  his 
share  in  the  matter,  found  himself  arrested  and  sub- 
sequently tried  on  a  charge  of  stealing  further  boxes  of 
coin,  which  it  was  alleged  must  have  been  in  the  boat 
also. 

"So,  if  I  found  a  tub  full  of  diamonds  up  to  the 
gunwale,  I  should  just  jam  an  oar  through  the  bottom 
of  her  and  let  the  mermaids  have  'em,"  concluded  our 
Captain. 

Then  we  suddenly  observed  our  boat  turn  round  and 
come  rowing  back  to  us,  and,  at  the  same  time,  noted 
that  the  barque  had  pulled  down  her  '  accident '  signal 
and  was  flying  another.  It  appeared  that  some  idiot 
on  the  saihng-ship  had  run  up  the  wrong  flags,  and 
that  other  idiots  on  the  ship  had  not  noticed  the  mistake 
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until  our  boat  was  half-way  over  to  them.  What  they 
really  wanted  to  know  was  their  exact  position,  and 
this  our  Captain  very  nearly  refused  to  tell  them,  so 
enraged  did  he  become.  Presently  the  Doctor  came 
back,  disgusted  at  such  a  nipping  in  the  bud  of  what 
might  have  proved  an  adventure.  He  told  me  that  he 
should  relinquish  the  ocean  altogether  after  that  voyage. 
There  was  never  anything  doing  in  the  least  degree 
interesting,  and  his  surgical  knowledge  began  to  grow 
as  rusty  as  his  surgical  knives. 

The  Whist  Fiend  has  latterly  desisted  in  his  unholy 
revels  at  that  game,  heaven  having  mercifully  sent 
a  pretty  Creole  to  lure  him  away  from  the  smoking- 
room.  She  has  been  ill  and  invisible  until  quite 
recently,  and  now  our  Fiend,  regardless  of  her  husband 
and  mother,  adores  her  openly  all  daylong,  and  dazzles 
her  with  tales  about  the  mint  at  night.  Moonlight 
disguises  the  Whist  Fiend's  outlines  ;  he  prefers  it, 
therefore,  for  purposes  of  flirtation  ;  he  sits  and  smokes 
cigarettes,  peeps  through  his  double  eyeglasses,  waves 
his  white  hands,  and  talks  seductively  in  six  different 
languages.  He  has  let  it  be  generally  known  that  he 
can  speak  ten ;  which  may  or  may  not  be  the  case. 

The  tropical  moonlight  now  grows  magnificent  and 
mighty,  covering  the  wide  sea  with  a  great  robe  of  soft, 
far-reaching,  silver  grey. 

I  saw  a  glorious  blending  of  moonlight  and  morning 
on  the  day  we  reached  Barbados.  Gazing  into  the 
east  about  four  o'clock  a  scarcely  perceptible  wave  of 
rose-colour  was  first  observable  flushing  the  sky.  This 
quickly  changed  in  tone  to  pure  white  and  palest 
saffron  ;  but  as  yet  the  moon  was  mistress  of  all  her 
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domain,  the  stars  shone  brightly,  the  false  Southern 
Cross  remained  undimmed,  and  the  true  Southern  Cross 
still  sparkled  low  upon  the  horizon.  Then  came  a 
speedy  change ;  great  streaks  and  splashes  of  flaming 
orange  broke  the  east,  the  grey  moonlight  grew  wan 
and  feeble ;  one  by  one  the  stars  went  out,  and  the 
Southern  Cross  died  in  the  arms  of  the  dawn. 

Barbados  had  been  for  some  time  visible,  lying,  like 
a  dark  sea  monster,  between  a  flashing  white  light  on 
Ragged  Point  and  a  crimson  beacon  upon  a  further 
promontory ;  but  now  the  sun  arose  in  a  blaze  of 
tremendous  brilliance,  and  the  island  grew  clear  in 
detail. 

Almost  English  is  the  earliest  glimpse  of  Barbados, 
but  soon  foreign  matters  become  visible.  We  see  the 
low,  undulating,  cultivated  hills,  with  miles  of  sugar- 
cane, looking  at  first  like  grass-green  fields  of  wheat 
or  barley  ;  we  note  the  windmills  and  dotted  dwellings 
and  brown  tilled  land ;  we  observe  a  tangle  of  tropic 
foliage  crowned  with  palms  that  clothes  the  shore  and 
clusters  on  Pelican  Island,  hiding  the  fever  hospital ; 
we  gaze  out  at  Bridgetown,  with  its  gleaming  masses 
of  white  buildings ;  we  see  the  deep  blue  bay  under 
us,  the  sun-bleached  beaches  ahead ;  and  we  realise 
without  difficulty  that  we  have  truly  arrived  in  the 
West  Indies. 

The  Tiber  takes  her  stately  way  through  a  crowd  of 
lesser  vessels,  dips  her  red  ensign  to  a  man-of-war, 
seeks  out  her  anchorage  in  Carlisle  Bay,  makes  fast 
therein,  and  then  fires  a  gun  to  let  it  be  generally 
known  that  she  has  arrived. 


CHAPTER   V. 

Barbados — Lighters  and  Watermen — Jane  Ann  Smith — Our  New 
Ship  —  The  Careenage — '  Bimshire ' — The  Ice-house — A 
West  Indian  Street  Scene — Complication  with  a  Mango 
Tree  ;  a  Black  Man  and  a  Yellow  Dog. 

CARLISLE  BAY  is  full  of  craft  awaiting  us,  but 
neither  man  nor  boat  may  approach  the  Tiber 
until  she  receives  officialprniiqne.  A  swarm  of  lighters 
and  lesser  vessels  which  surround  our  ship,  seeking 
passengers  and  cargo,  must  therefore  keep  at  a  respect- 
ful distance  until  the  medical  officer  arrives.  Him  the 
Doctor  presently  greets  at  the  bottom  of  the  gangway  ; 
they  assure  one  another  that  the  health,  both  of  the 
ship  and  the  island,  is  satisfactory. 

But,  for  all  that,  there  are  several  vessels  in  harbour 
flying  the  deadly  yellow  flag  :  these  come  mostly  from 
Santos  and  other  Brazilian  ports,  and  have  yellow 
fever  on  board.  '  Quarantine,'  of  course,  means  '  forty,' 
forty  days  being  the  length  of  time  that  infected  vessels 
had  formerly  to  abstain  from  intercourse  with  the 
shore. 

The  lighters  now  swoop  upon  us  with  great  shoutings 
from  their  noisy  occupants.  Each  boat  contains  about 
half  a  dozen  coloured  men  in  all  shades,  from  full- 
blooded  black  and   mahogany,   to  brown,  yellow,  and 
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putty-colour.  Their  garments  are  designed  entirely 
for  ventilation  ;  their  great  shining  faces,  their  ragged 
straw  hats,  their  hurried,  whining  voices  and  frantic 
gesticulations,  make  a  strange  picture.  Each  appears 
to  be  toiling  for  dear  life  ;  but  under  careful  exami- 
nation their  labour  will  be  found  rather  superficial. 
Watch  any  individual,  and  you  shall  see  that  his  real 
energy  is  devoted  to  shouting  and  criticising  and  telling 
the  others  what  they  ought  to  do.  The  negroes  love 
to  pose  as  men  in  authority ;  they  delight  to  command 
and  issue  orders ;  but  each  always  goes  on  his  own 
wild  way  and  only  listens  to  reason  when  it  is  hurled 
at  him  by  a  white  man. 

Every  lighter  contained  a  sugar-cane  or  two,  and 
when  breakfast-time  arrived,  the  labourers  fell  upon 
these,  tearing  off  the  outer  skin  with  their  white  teeth, 
chewing  the  juicy  pith  of  the  cane,  and  then  flinging 
the  remnant  into  the  sea.  When  they  had  done  their 
meal  the  bay  was  altogether  defiled  by  fragments  of 
cane  and  banana  skins,  with  here  and  there  an  empty, 
green  cocoa-nut  floating  amid  the  debris. 

Dozens  of  small  vessels  now  crowded  in  upon  us 
from  every  side,  and  the  bustle  and  turmoil  of  departure 
began.  The  Barbadian  waterman,  in  his  white  rowing- 
boat  with  its  crimson  cushions,  is  a  jovial,  reckless 
mongrel.  They  came  alongside  seven  and  eight  deep, 
screamed  and  fought  for  fares  ;  threatened  at  times  to 
kill  one  another  with  oars,  but  never  struck  a  blow ; 
gabbled  and  bawled  in  their  comic  English  ;  crept  up 
the  gangway  to  drag  us  down  into  their  boats  when- 
ever half  a  chance  offered.  The  sun  blazed  overhead  ; 
the  steam  winches  groaned  and  clattered  ;  people  rushed 
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hither  and  thither,  shaking  hands  and  saying  farewell 
and  fussing  over  luggage  and  tipping  stewards ;  the 
air  was  full  of  parcels  and  boxes,  whirling  about  or 
hanging  from  cranes  ;  in  the  hold,  strange,  ragged, 
dusky  forms  were  flitting  and  yelling,  and  occasionally 
swearing  when  something  heavy  dropped  on  a  big 
naked  foot.  Indeed,  such  a  deafening,  heart-shaking 
babel  and  confusion  beggars  pen  and  ink  to  remotely 
describe.  Then  Jane  Ann  Smith  came  aboard.  She 
is  an  ancient  negress  with  some  white  blood  in  her, 
doubtless  from  the  good  old  English  Smith  stock. 
She  always  arrives  to  greet  the  Royal  Mail  ships,  and 
look  after  washing.  Jane  stands  about  six  feet  three 
inches,  and  has  proportionate  breadth.  She  is  attired 
in  snowy  white,  wears  a  cotton  handkerchief  round  her 
head,  and  has  the  most  impressive  manners  and  stately 
bearing.  If  aristocratic  people  come  out  from  England, 
she  kisses  them.  When  the  late  lamented  Duke  of 
Clarence  and  his  brother,  the  Duke  of  York,  were 
lads,  they  visited  Barbados,  and  Jane  Ann  caressed 
them  both.  It  appears  they  took  no  pleasure  in  her 
embraces,  and  showed  it ;  whereupon  the  indignant 
Jane  is  reported  to  have  observed  :  "  Little  monkeys  ! 
Such  airs  too  1  And  didn't  Jane  Ann  kiss  der  own 
royal  fadder   before  dey  was  born  ? " 

Jane  will  not  as  a  rule  recognise  mere  nobodies 
unless  they  bring  offerings  of  washing  ;  but  the  Doctor 
once  ministered  to  her  in  time  of  sickness,  so  she 
permits  me  to  shake  hands,  and  assures  me  that  any 
relative  of  the  Doctor's  is  welcome  to  Barbados.  My 
brother  asked  after  her  health,  and  she  said  : 

"  Plenty  better,  plenty  better,  Doctor  dear." 
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"  Doctor  dear "  now  leaves  the  Tibe7'  to  join  a 
station  steamer  ;  and  I  propose  taking  a  similar  step. 
The  Rhine,  our  new  floating  home,  starts  to-morrow 
for  St.  Vincent,  Grenada,  Trinidad,  and  other  islands. 
My  brother  already  knows  her  officers ;  so  presently, 
before  going  ashore,  we  row  across  for  breakfast. 

When  the  watermen  saw  a  boat  was  needed,  they 
struggled  like  demons  to  catch  our  eyes  ;  they  danced 
about  ancj  waved  their  hats,  and  shrieked  out  the  rival 
advantages  of  their  different  vessels. 

"  Siar  of  Barbados,  you  want,  sar  ! "  "  No,  no  ; 
Massa  want  de  Pearl ;  Pearl  de  boat  for  Massa."  "  Go 
'long  wid  de  Pearl;  gen'men  calls  for  de  Warrer  Lily" 
"  You  man  dar,  go  'way,  go  'way,  I  say.  Massa  signal 
me.  Yes,  sar ;  coming,  sar ;  de  Ocean  Spray  coming 
'longside,  sar."  "  I  know  you,  Massa.  Call  me,  Massa, 
call  me.  You  offen  been  in  Flying-fish  'fore  to-day, 
Massa." 

I  much  admired  this  last  man's  original  idea  of  old 
acquaintance  with  me,  and  told  him  I  was  glad  to  see 
him  again,  looking  so  well  too.  So  we  set  forth  in  the 
Flying-fish,  and  flew  over  to  the  Rhine. 

There  we  breakfasted,  to  the  music  of  tinkling  ice 
and  fluttering  '  punkas ' ;  and  after  a  brief  rest,  I  took 
ship  for  the  shore,  rowed  to  the  Careenage,  a  landing- 
place,  and  started  to  inspect  Bridgetown. 

Barbados — a  word  derived  from  the  Portuguese 
'  barbados,'  or  banyan  tree — is  a  coral  island  built  on 
volcanic  basis,  and  in  that  respect  differs  slightly  from 
the  rest  of  the  Lesser  Antilles.  It  lies,  indeed,  right 
out  of  an  almost  perfect  semicircle  formed  by  the 
volcanic  islands,  from  Grenada  to  St.  Thomas.     Some 
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English  ship  took  possession  of  Barbados  in  1605, 
since  when,  unlike  most  of  its  companion  isles,  the 
history  of  the  place  has  been  peaceful  and  uneventful. 
During  the  Great  Rebellion  numberless  Royalists 
sought  refuge  here ;  and  they  appear  to  have  estab- 
lished general  monarchical  principles  pretty  firmly 
round  them.  The  county  of  '  Bimshire '  (a  slang  name 
for  Barbados)  is  loyal  to  the  core,  but  possesses  un- 
doubtedly exaggerated  ideas  of  its  own  importance 
in  the  British  order  of  things. 

Once  a  Barbadian  was  explaining  to  some  English 
sailor  that  his  coral-strands  were  the  chiefest  jewel  in 
Her  Majesty's  glorious  crown.  Whereupon  the  brutal 
son  of  the  sea  spake  as  follows  : 

"  Bim  ain't  no  account.  Ever  heard  tell  of  the  Isle 
o'  Wight  ?  It's  a  twopenny-halfpenny  spot,  and  the 
Queen  just  uses  it  for  a  kind  o'  foot-warmer  in  the 
winter — just  a  foot-warmer,  that's  all ;  an'  yet  that 
blessed  Isle  o'  Wight's  a  darned  sight  finer  sort  of 
island  than  Bim,  anyhow." 

We  proceeded,  pestered  on  every  side  by  energetic 
negroes,  through  a  street  or  two,  and  then  entered  the 
Ice-house — the  Rialto  of  Bridgetown — an  important 
building  ',with  big  general  store  on  the  basement,  and 
restaurant  and  cafe  above.  Here,  in  a  balcony  over- 
looking Broad  Street,  I  sat  awhile,  sipped  something 
at  a  low  temperature,  and  made  mental  photographs 
of  the  scene  below. 

Picture  a  street  of  white  houses,  under  wooden 
tiles  grown  silver-grey  in  the  tremendous  sun,  with 
open  shop-fronts  and  bright  green  jalousies  to  the 
windows.     Above  is  a   canopy  of  blue    sky,  and    the 
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glaring,  white  road  bciow  casts  upwards  a  shimmer  of 
hot  air,  with  puffs  of  dust,  where  an  occasional  breath 
of  wind  comes  through  an  alley  or  round  a  corner. 
Noisy  crowds  travel  leisurely  up  and  down.  Little 
trams,  with  tinkling  bells,  pass  incessantly  to  Bellfield, 
Fontabelle,  and  other  places  without  the  town ;  teams 
of  squealing  mules  bring  down  barrels  of  sugar  and 
molasses  from  the  distant  estates ;  donkeys  bear  along 
bright  bundles  of  green  cane-tops  ;  public  conveyances 
crawl  by  the  side-walks,  and  private  buggies  hurry 
about,  their  female  occupants  generally  wearing  black 
veils  to  deaden  the  universal  dazzle.  Women  fill  the 
footways — women  of  every  shade  of  colour  and  grade 
of  respectability.  With  naked  feet,  white  dresses,  and 
gay  turbans,  they  wander,  chattering,  along,  each 
carrying  her  basket  on  her  head.  They  sell  cocoa- 
nuts,  sugar-cane,  oranges,  limes,  mangoes,  yams,  fish, 
cakes  and  sweetmeats,  nuts,  pineapples,  pickles,  and 
a  thousand  other  various  commodities. 

Everything  is  thus  carried  upon  the  head,  and  as  a 
result  these  women  are  upright  as  darts,  walking  with 
a  free  unhindered  stride,  which  their  scanty  attire  and 
short  petticoats  admit  of.  They  stop  in  knots  and 
groups,  gossip,  laugh  with  their  quaint  whining  cachin- 
nation,  help  themselves  from  each  other's  baskets,  and 
so  wind  on  in  unending  procession.  The  negroes, 
too,  labour,  dragging  handcarts,  urging  on  cattle, 
jabbering  incessantly,  shining  in  the  hot  sun  like 
polished  metal  men.  At  the  shady  corners  and  where 
balconies  throw  a  shadow  sit  the  loafers  and  non- 
workers,  munching  cane  and  fruit,  bargaining  with  the 
women  who  sell  drink,  sucking  lumps  of  ice,  smoking 
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pipes  and  long  thin  cigars,  laughing,  chaffing,  telling 
stories,  and  playing  the  fool.  Ancient  and  tattered 
negresses  wander  about  begging ;  boys  rush  yelling 
past,  bating  an  old  insane  negro  ;  a  grey,  bent,  blind 
man,  led  by  a  small  girl,  loudly  demands  alms  ;  swarms 
of  children  hurry  everywhere  ;  tiny  mites,  like  chocolate 
dolls  with  woolly  heads  and  great  black  eyes,  sit  in 
the  sun  and  play  with  their  toes,  and  get  kicked 
about  among  the  dogs  and  awaken  maternal  curses. 
From  time  to  time  the  glare  of  the  street  is  slacked 
by  an  official  with  a  long  fire-hose.  He  pours  tons  of 
water  freely  in  every  direction,  but  the  road  grows 
dry  again  only  too  soon.  PoUcemen,  dressed  in  white, 
occasionally  appear ;  and  now  and  then  a  ragged, 
expostulating  scamp  is  seen  being  led  away  to  justice 
by  two  or  three  of  them.  More  women  pass,  some 
driving  lean,  wiry  beasts  that  look  like  greyhounds, 
but  are  really  West  Indian  pigs ;  others  carry 
Muscovy  ducks  under  their  arms,  or  convey  cackling 
cocks  and  hens  in  baskets.  Of  well-to-do  folk  there 
are  black  clergymen  and  black  soldiers ;  magnificent 
negroes,  in  broadcloth  as  shining  as  their  faces ; 
negresses,  mulatresses,  and  quadroons,  with  gaudy  hats 
and  parasols,  elastic-sided  boots,  bright  print  dresses 
of  bygone  fashions,  and  a  great  store  of  showy  trinkets. 
There  is  also  a  good  sprinkling  of  right  Creoles  ;  while 
the  Barbadian  merchant  or  storekeeper  bustles  about 
everywhere  clad  in  white  ducks  and  a  chimney-pot  hat. 
Great  dragon-flies  flash  hither  and  thither  ;  and  the  air 
itself  is  full  of  manifold  sound  and  turmoil,  with  faint 
warm  odours  of  dust  and  fruit  and  cane. 

Presently  we  ordered  lunch,  and  strolled  out  into  the 
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busy  throng  to  view  Bridgetown.  The  place  has  not 
a  few  handsome  buildings,  notably  the  post-office,  and 
sundry  municipal  edifices  near  it.  These  face  round 
an  open  square,  where  grow  fine  tropical  trees  and  lofty 
palms  of  different  sorts.  Near  at  hand  stands  a  green 
statue  of  Lord  Nelson,  which  is  very  striking ;  and 
beyond  it  extend  public  gardens,  blazing  with  fine 
vegetation  and  shaded  by  noble  foliage.  Here  grow 
flaming  red  and  yellow  crotons,  brilliant  flowers,  and 
beautiful  trees.  The  buildings  I  am  informed  are 
built  of  coral-stone,  or  the  coralliferous  rock  of  which 
this  island  is  mainly  composed. 

I  found  at  lunch  that  flying-fish  are  as  gastro- 
nomically  good  as  artistically  beautiful.  Their  flavour 
is  delicate,  and  combines  happily  with  sweet  potatoes. 
We  also  partook  of  lamb  and  green  peas,  and  concluded 
with  the  fruits  of  the  land — oranges  in  thin  green  skins, 
fig-bananas,  a  small  variety  of  plantain,  and  sapodillas, 
brown  potato-like  affairs  with  black  seeds  and  a  flavour 
that  gave  me  no  pleasure.  It  is  the  fruit  of  the  Sapota 
achras,  a  large  tree,  the  bark  of  which  has  medicinal 
properties.  After  this  varied  meal  I  wandered  forth 
alone  to  seek  adventure  and  acquire  facts. 

Adventures  are  always  possible  in  tropical  places ; 
so  I  proceeded  inland,  and  after  strolling  about  a  mile 
found  myself  in  the  midst  of  a  very  fair  complication. 

At  the  corner  of  a  sugar-cane  field,  where  the  great 
ragged  canes  bent  over  in  a  wild  green  and  brown  and 
yellow  tangle,  there  stood  a  mango  tree ;  and  beneath 
it  were  assembled  some  eight  or  nine  negroes.  The 
time  for  mangoes  was  not  quite  come,  but  a  few,  plump 
and  ripe,   adorned  the  topmost   branches  of  the   tree. 
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At  these  the  negroes  were  casting  stones.  I  had  heard 
of  the  laziness  of  black  men  generally,  and  now  saw 
it  for  myself  I  stayed  and  watched.  They  were 
feeble  marksmen  and  the  mangoes  stopped  where 
Heaven  had  placed  them.  Now  in  the  West  Indies 
every  negro  is  John,  every  negress,  Jane  or  Mary,  so 
I  said  : 

"Why  don't  you  climb  up,  John  ?  A  child  could 
climb  that  tree." 

They  grinned  and  chattered,  and  one  spokesman 
explained  to  me  that  there  were  objections  to  climbing 
the  tree.  He  did  not  specify  them,  however,  and 
personally  I  could  see  none.  The  tree  was  evidently 
a  wild  tree ;  there  were  little  brown  lizards  rollicking 
about  in  it;  and  I,  feeling  ripe  for  adventure  and  excite- 
ment, threw  myself  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  and  told 
them  that  I  would  go  up  the  tree  and  fling  down  the 
mangoes.     I  said : 

"  Mind  you  keep  half  a  dozen  of  the  best  for  me." 
They  cheered  me  on,  and  showed  admiration. 

"  Good  Massa  !  Massa  brave  !  He  no  care  what 
he  do.  Oh  yes,  we  keep  mangoes  for  Massa."  I  saw 
nothing  to  be  regarded  as  brave  in  the  act,  and  trotted 
up  the  tree  among  the  lizards,  and  threw  down  dozens 
of  mangoes,  and  enjoyed  a  very  pleasant  view  from  my 
exalted  position.  Below,  the  negroes  screamed  with 
laughter,  made  a  pile  of  mangoes  for  my  personal 
delectation  when  I  should  come  down  again,  and  ate 
freely  themselves. 

Then  there  was  a  sudden  distant  shout,  and  a 
loud  bark,  and  my  friends  below  grew  fluttered  and 
dismayed. 
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"  Lor' !  him  comiii',  Massa;  him  runnin'  hke  de  debbil, 
Massa.     We  no  stop  in  dis  place,  Massa." 

And  more  they  did.  One  and  all  went  off  like  the 
wind,  and  I  realised  that  the  adventure  I  had  sought 
was  assured.  Then  a  really  huge  yellow  dog  drew  up 
at  the  foot  of  my  tree,  and  a  very  big  and  very  angry 
negro  arrived  a  moment  later.  The  man  spied  me  as 
I  sat  aloft,  and  did  not  wait  for  any  introduction. 

"  Come  down,  you  tief,  no  good  stoppin'  dar.  Come 
down  out  ob  dat,  and  my  dog  he  tear  you.  I'be 
catched  you  at  last ;  come  down,  I  say." 

The  inducements  to  descend  appeared  so  paltry  that  I 
stopped  aloft.  I  said  :  "  I  sha'n't  come  down  yet,  John. 
We  must  understand  one  another  first.  I've  only  just 
arrived  from  England ;  and  I  didn't  travel  three 
thousand  miles  and  more  to  be  rent  by  that  great 
hulking  dog." 

He  was  astounded  to  find  that  he  had  caught  a 
white  man.     He  said  : 

"  You  tief  dem  fruits,  sar ;  you  know  you  tief  dem 
and  fling  down  to  niggers.  You  lodge  in  gaol,  sar. 
Coloured  pusson  somebody  in  'Bados." 

I  did  not  doubt  it.  *  Che-ches ' — a  generic  name  for 
all  those  who  have  black  blood  in  them — are  not 
merely  somebody  but  everybody  in  this  island.  So  I 
answered  : 

"  Now,  listen  to  reason,  John,  and  make  that  dog  shut 
up.  I  thought  this  tree  was  a  wild  tree — a  tree  free 
to  the  public.  Anybody  might  have  made  the  mistake. 
You  ought  to  label  your  tree.  I'm  not  a  thief,  and  I 
won't  have  you  call  me  one.  There  are  your  mangoes 
on  the  ground — full   ripe   too  ;    they  wanted   picking. 
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You  should  thank  me  for  picking  them.  Now  take 
that  dog  away  and  fasten  him  up ;  then  I'll  come  down 
and  talk  it  over." 

"You  lodge  in  gaol  for  dis,  sar,"  was  all  he  said 
again.  The  idea  of  my  languishing  in  their  local  prison 
evidently  consoled  the  man. 

Then  I  grew  annoyed,  and  said  : 

"  Don't  be  such  a  fool,  John.  When  I  do  come  down, 
I'll  take  you  straight  to  the  Governor  for  molesting 
a  British  subject.  You  evidently  haven't  any  idea  to 
whom  you  are  talking.  I'm  a  very  important  man  in 
England — one  of  the  most  important.  Why,  if  people 
knew  I  was  sitting  up  a  tree,  being  insulted  by  you 
and  your  brutal  dog,  they  would  very  likely  send  out 
the  soldiery  and  shoot  you  both.  Now  attend  to  me  : 
I  will  give  you  half  a  crown  for  your  mangoes  and 
a  shilling  for  yourself — three-and-sixpence  altogether. 
So  no  more  nonsense." 

"  Free-and-six,  Massa  !  Dat's  diff'rent,  sar;  I'se  too 
sorry  I  spoke  disrespec'ful,  sar,  too  sorry.  Go  home, 
you  dam  dog  !  " 

The  monster  that  was  waiting  to  tear  me  evidently 
had  not  expected  affairs  would  take  this  turn.  He 
appeared  hurt  and  disappointed,  and  obeyed  his  master 
very  reluctantly. 

Then  I  came  down  in  a  slow,  dignified  sort  of  way. 

"Of  course  Massa  big  man  in  England;  I  knew  dat 
d'reckly  I  see  him.  Tank  you,  Massa.  Massa  carry 
de  mangoes  ?  " 

"  I'll  take  six  or  seven,  John.  And  now  tell  me  the 
way  back  to  Bridgetown.  As  to  your  mango  tree, 
get  the  thing  labelled  as  soon  as  possible.     It  has  the 
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look  of  a  wild,  forest  tree ;  and  people  will  go  on 
ignorantly  climbing  it  and  flinging  stones  at  it  unless 
you  do  something  definite." 

"You  hab  permission  to  climb  dat  tree  eb'ry  time 
you  please,  sar." 

"  Thanks,  John ;  but  I  don't  suppose  I  shall  be  round 
this  way  again  for  a  century  or  two.  However,  I'm 
much  obliged  to  you.     Good  afternoon." 

"  Good  afternoon,  Massa ;  tank  you,  sar ;  dat  de 
road  to  town,  sar." 

Then  I  went  straight  back  to  the  Careenage,  fell 
exhausted  into  a  boat,  and  was  borne  away  to  my  new 
ship. 

The  Tiber  had  just  started  for  Jamaica,  and  we 
watched  her  steam  slowly  away.  The  pretty  Creole 
and  her  party  accompany  us  to  Trinidad ;  but  the 
Whist  Fiend  proceeds  in  the  Tiber.  I  see  him  still, 
standing  on  the  poop  of  that  vessel,  waving  a  red  silk 
handkerchief  to  the  last.  And  the  pretty  Creole  waved 
back ;  but  she  was  by  no  means  as  much  upset  as  the 
departing  Whist  Fiend  would  probably  have  liked  to 
see  her. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

The  Dignity  Ball  Band — Diving-boys — A  Trip  to  the  '  Crane ' 
— Sugar-cane — Bananas — Bread-fruit — Calabash  and  Fran- 
gipanni — A  Weird  Garment — I  differ  with  Peckham  Rye — 
The  Emancipation — At  a  Tropical  Hotel — Green  Cocoa-nuts 
— The  Pig  and  the  Parasol. 

AFTER  the  Tiber  departed,  sundry  curious  and 
grotesque  boats  which  had  waited  upon  her  came 
over  to  us.  They  contained  musicians,  diving-boys, 
and  negresses  selling  curiosities.  The  Dignity  Ball 
band  always  rows  out  that  it  may  give  pleasure  to  the 
Royal  Mail  Company's  passengers  and  make  money. 
Its  orchestra  consists  of  a  big  bass-viol,  a  triangle,  and 
a  clarionet.  The  negro  performers  are  much  in  earnest, 
keep  good  time,  and  produce  plenty  of  noise.  Occa- 
sionally they  all  three  of  them  improvise  together  in 
different  keys,  and  produce  Wagnerian  effects.  The 
divers  were  also  instructive,  and  sped  about  in  the 
water  like  fishes.  For  sixpence  they  would  go  down 
on  one  side  of  our  ship  and  come  up  upon  the  other — 
a  great  achievement  when  the  size  of  these  ocean-going 
vessels  is  taken  into  consideration.  They  darted  down 
after  coins  in  amazing  fashion ;  but  once  it  happened 
that  a  shilling  escaped  them  and  went  to  the  bottom. 
An  adult  negro  superintended  these  boys'  operations, 
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and  when  the  loss  of  a  shilling  was  reported  to  him  he 
grew  greatly  exercised,  and  sent  the  youngsters  below 
again  and  again.  Time  after  time  they  plunged 
without  any  result ;  and  finally  the  big  negro's  feelings 
became  too  much  for  him.  The  thought  of  good 
money  thus  lost  was  more  than  he  could  stand,  so  he 
tumbled  out  of  his  boat,  clothes  and  all,  and  went 
down  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea  to  look  round  himself. 
All  the  boys  followed  ;  they  must  have  made  a  regular 
submarine  exploring  party.  Presently,  puffing  and 
blowing,  the  exhausted  lads  began  to  bob  up  one  after 
another,  until  only  the  big  negro  was  left  below.  After 
an  interval  of  fully  two  minutes  he  also  emerged, 
gasping,  rolling  the  whites  of  his  eyes,  and  apparently 
much  the  worse  for  wear.  But  he  had  the  shilhng. 
Such  was  his  tenacity  and  determination  that  I  believe 
the  man  would  have  stopped  down  there  grubbing 
about  for  the  rest  of  the  day  rather  than  lose  that 
coin. 

On  the  following  morning  Peckham  Rye,  who  is  still 
our  fellow-traveller,  invited  me  to  drive  across  Barbados 
and  view  the  objects  of  interest.  He  also  arranged 
that  the  'Death's  Head'  should  accompany  our  party. 
The  Death's  Head  is  a  taciturn  individual  who  spends 
three  parts  of  his  time  in  sleep,  the  remainder  in 
sphinx-like  and  mysterious  silence.  When  he  speaks 
it  is  generally  in  order  that  something  may  be  passed 
to  him  at  meals. 

We  three,  then,  hired  a  buggy,  telephoned  out  to  the 
'  Crane '  Hotel,  a  hostelry  on  the  eastern  side  of 
Barbados,  that  we  were  coming,  and  soon  afterwards 
set  forth.     But  first,  at  the  instance  of  the  Doctor,  we 
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were  lured  into  a  strange  and  mysterious  store  at 
Bridgetown.  My  brother  asked  us  all  in  here  to  see 
him  buying  curiosities.  He  is  making  a  collection  of 
marine  monsters,  and  this  is  the  place  at  which  they  are 
purchased.  We  watched  the  Doctor  with  deep  interest. 
He  began  by  cheapening  stuffed  sharks ;  then  he 
bargained  for  globe-fish,  porcupine-fish,  flying-fish,  and 
bull-fish.  After  securing  these  concerns,  he  went  back 
to  the  sharks,  and  bought  their  backbones  for  walking- 
sticks  and  their  jaws  for  pipe-racks.  Of  all  his 
treasures  the  globe-fish  gave  me  greatest  delight.  It  is 
like  an  inflated  Association  football  with  fins  and  a 
tail ;  and  the  real  charm  of  the  thing  lies  almost  entirely 
in  its  facial  expression.  Then  everybody  began  to  buy 
right  and  left.  We  wrangled  amongst  ourselves  for 
the  choicest  curios,  and  laid  in  an  entire  outfit  of 
turtle-shells,  white  and  pink  coral,  seed-baskets,  sand- 
box paper-weights,  shell  ornaments,  calabashes,  and 
other  quaint  affairs  too  numerous  to  note. 

After  that,  Peckham,  the  Death's  Head  and  I  started 
to  view  the  interior. 

Barbados,  though  for  the  most  part  unbeautiful,  is 
highly  cultivated.  Mile  after  mile  of  sugar-cane 
extended  upon  every  side  of  us  ;  many  windmills  also 
dotted  the  undulating  landscape,  but  the  larger  estates 
employed  steam  power.  Great  jungles  of  ripe  cane 
fringed  the  road  with  their  drooping,  polished  stems, 
tawny  tangle  of  dried  leaves  below,  and  bright  green, 
grass-like  crowns  above.  These  crowns,  or  cane-tops, 
appeared  from  time  to  time,  planted  at  intervals  of  five 
or  six  feet  apart,  on  the  wide  tracts  of  tilled  land  where 
will  grow  next  year's  plantations.     The  ground  about 
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them  was  trenched  with  narrow  ditches,  doubtless  for 
purposes  of  irrigation.  Around  us  also  grew  clumps 
of  bananas,  their  broad  leaves  tattered  by  the  wind,  and 
their  massive  heads  of  fruit  in  all  stages  of  perfection. 
Tall  bread-fruit  trees  also  occurred  frequently,  some 
thirty  or  forty  feet  high,  with  handsome,  dark  green 
foliage  and  globular  fruit. 

"  It  makes,  when  fried  in  slices,  an  excellent  sub- 
stitute for  bread,"  said  Peckham  Rye. 

"A  substitute  certainly,"  answered  the  Death's  Head; 
"  but  not  an  excellent  one.  Take  my  advice  :  don't  eat 
it  unless  you're  driven  to." 

We  passed  many  a  little  West  Indian  home,  bowered 
in  brilliant  flowers  and  foliage ;  we  skirted  a  grove  of 
handsome  mahogany  trees  ;  saw  the  castor-oil  plant  in 
all  its  beauty ;  noted  a  giant  white  convolvulus,  that 
hung  like  a  screen  from  lofty  telegraph  poles  ;  observed 
butterflies  of  great  size  and  splendour,  and  beautiful 
birds,  with  a  tropical,  gaudy  look  about  them.  Sweet 
jasmines  abounded,  and  gorgeous,  dusty  crotons,  with 
calabash  trees, — their  polished  fruit  hanging  from  jagged, 
almost  leafless,  boughs, — and  frangipanni, — its  white, 
star-like  blossoms  perched  on  grey,  crooked  branches. 
Around  the  negroes'  mean  dwellings  grew  patches  of 
foreign  corn,  sweet  potatoes — with  dark,  ivy-like 
foliage — pigeon  peas,  and  a  palm  or  two.  Children 
and  lean  cats  blinked  and  basked  at  the  doorways, 
women  chattered  and  prepared  food  ;  the  shadows  from 
roof  and  bough  and  human  figure  lay  purple-black 
against  the  arid  earth  or  dazzling  road. 

The  '  woman's  tongue '  is  a  shining  yellow  pod, 
containing  brown    seeds   that   rattle   eternally.      This 
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grows  on  every  hedge,  and  makes  a  gentle  rustling  in 
the  air  by  night  and  day.  A  hundred  other  quaint 
seeds  and  berries  and  fruits,  black  and  crimson,  orange 
and  brown,  deck  the  limits  of  the  road  with  brilliant 
disorder;  but  there  is  none  of  the  wild  luxuriance  of 
tropical  vegetation  in  Barbados  that  I  shall  attempt  to 
describe  elsewhere.  The  island  is  cultivated  up  to  the 
last  square  mile.  Beautiful  spots  do  not  lack  from  it, 
but  they  are  spots  only  :  there  exist  no  great  tracts  of 
forest,  no  verdure-clad  mountains,  no  wild  fastnesses 
of  nature  here. 

Upon  many  a  prickly  hedge  the  negroes'  rags  were 
hung  to  dry  after  washing.  A  man  came  for  one  of 
these  tattered  fragments  just  as  we  were  passing,  and  I 
stopped  and  asked  him  concerning  it.  There  was  just 
the  faintest  resemblance  of  a  human  garment  about  the 
fabric,  but  we,  in  the  buggy,  were  divided  as  to  its 
significance  and  use.  Peckham  Rye  fancied  it  might 
be  a  coat ;  I  suspected  the  thing  acted  as  a  shirt  for 
somebody;  and  the  Death's  Head  thought  we  were 
looking  at  table  linen,  or  else  pocket-handkerchiefs. 
Then  we  asked  the  negro  all  about  it,  and  which  was 
the  way  in,  and  how  it  fastened  on,  and  so  forth. 

He  said : 

"  Dey  pants,  Massa." 

So  we  took  his  word  for  it,  and  drove  forward. 
These  black  folks  have  most  unconventional  ideas 
about  clothing.  They  hold  that  three-quarters  of  a 
pair  of  trousers  and  half  a  shirt  is  all  the  dress  a  busy 
working-man  can  be  expected  to  wear;  but  upon  the 
Sabbath,  negro  and  negress  alike  flash  out  in  magni- 
ficent raiment.     Some  will  even  flaunt  boots.     These 
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are  generally  worn  round  the  neck  or  carried  in  a 
basket. 

Peckham  Rye  was  in  a  most  didactic  vein  that 
morning.  Local  information  oozed  out  of  him,  and  like 
Adam,  he  gave  a  name  to  everything  which  approached 
us  or  crossed  our  line  of  vision.  I  irritated  him  not  a 
little  by  questioning  all  his  statements,  and  appealing 
to  our  driver  for  confirmation  of  the  most  trifling 
assertions.  Now,  this  charioteer  was  simply  an  ani- 
mated image  who  knew  nothing  in  heaven  or  earth 
except  the  road  ;  so  Peckham  said  to  me  : 

"  My  dear  fellow,  some  men  would  be  quite  annoyed 
with  you.  I  take  the  trouble  to  give  3'ou  reliable  data 
and  facts  about  everything  we  see  and  hear,  and  yet 
you  turn  from  me  to  this  untutored  negro — a  man  your 
common  sense  must  have  long  since  told  you  is  abso- 
lutely and  hopelessly  unintelligent." 

"  As  to  that,"  I  said,  "I  fail  to  see  why  your  data 
and  facts  should  be  any  more  reliable  than  mine.  You 
have  never  been  out  in  these  parts  before,  and  you 
purposely  abstained  from  reading  about  the  country 
because  you  wanted  to  get  all  your  impressions  fresh. 
You  told  me  that  much  yourself.  Therefore  I  don't 
understand  how  you  can  be  so  curiously  familiar  with 
everything.  Why,  you  talk  as  if  you  had  lived  in 
Barbados  all  your  life." 

He  chose  to  grow  angry.     He  said  : 

"  Perhaps  you  think  that  I'm  inventing  names  for 
things  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  say  as  to  that,"  I  answered  ;  "  but  if  you 
are  not,  you  must  be  inspired,  one  of  the  two." 

It  was  rather  a  rude  reply  ;  but  the  man  troubled  me, 
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the  sun  was  terrific,  the  Death's  Head  had  gone  to 
sleep  against  my  back,  and  I  felt  parched  with  thirst 
and  wretched  altogether. 

Peckham  Rye  made  no  answer  to  my  last  remark, 
but  he  snorted  with  suppressed  feeling,  turned  from 
me,  kicked  the  Death's  Head,  and  tried  to  rouse  him 
up  and  improve  him.     He  said  : 

"  It  is  a  melancholy  fact  that  the  sugar  industry  of 
these  fertile  islands  will  soon  be  doomed.  Even  now 
the  European  beet-sugar,  supported,  of  course,  by 
Government  bounties,  is  ringing  the  death  knell  of 
the  cane.  Then  these  isles  will  be  blooming  wilder- 
nesses once  more,  unless  they  set  to  work  and  plant 
something  else." 

The  Death's  Head  woke  partially  and  yawned,  and 
said  :  "That  is  quite  my  own  view  of  the  subject." 

Then  he  went  to  sleep  again,  and  Peckham  sighed 
and  gave  the  driver  some  advice  about  the  road. 

I  deemed  it  best  at  this  juncture  to  apologise  for  the 
thing  I  had  spoken.  I  said,  not  satirically,  but  in  good 
faith  and  with  simple  sincerity,  that  I  never  had 
travelled  before  with  a  living  encyclopaedia,  and  that 
it  was  an  experience  a  man  could  not  get  accustomed 
to  in  a  moment.  I  then  invited  his  opinions  upon  the 
question  of  freedom  for  negroes. 

He  accepted  my  apology  with  good  grace,  and  began 
at  once  : 

"  Touching  the  Emancipation,  I  confess  that  we,  who 
are  here  and  see  the  modern  Ethiopian  in  his  ragged 
poverty,  must  view  with  mingled  feelings  the  great 
work  of  Chalmers  and  Wilberforcc.  There  can,  I 
think,    be    little    doubt    that   while    theoretically    this 
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measure  for  universal  freedom  was  nobly  conceived, 
yet  practically,  as  applied  to  the  African  negro,  freedom 
has  proved  a  failure.  The  abolition  of  slavery  ruined 
hundreds  of  white  men,  and  left  the  blacks  no  better 
off  than  they  were  before.  We  will  not  examine  the 
subject  from  the  Planter's  standpoint,  but  rather  upon 
broader  grounds  of  political  economy ;  without,  how- 
ever, allowing  justice  to  escape  from  our  calculations." 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  I,  "  that  we  shall  find  in 
the  negro  character  itself  those  elements  which  made 
emancipation  a  failure.  The  negro  has  no  ambition, 
no  pride,  no  forethought.  He  loathes  work,  and  it 
unfortunately  happens  that  there  is  no  necessity  for 
him  to  work.  Such  are  the  conditions  of  his  environ- 
ment that  all  his  requirements  are  within  his  reach. 
In  exchange  for  them  he  need  only  return  a  modicum 
of  labour.  By  accepting  work  upon,  say,  two  days  out 
of  every  seven,  he  can  place  himself  in  a  position  of 
comparative  ease  and  comfort." 

"  Capital  is  practically  useless  here,  if  it  cannot 
command  labour,"  proceeded  Peckham  Rye.  "  To  the 
Emancipation  therefore  I  directly  charge  the  present 
depressed  condition  of  these  West  Indian  Islands ; 
and  I  furthermore  assert  that  the  black  was  happier, 
because  busier,  under  the  old  rule  than  he  is  hkely  to 
be  again.  Some  system  involving  a  gradual  return 
to  liberty  should  have  been  thought  upon ;  when 
further  fiendish  traffic  in  black  ivory  was  rightly  sus- 
pended, and  the  grim  horrors  of  the  Middle  Passage 
destroyed  for  ever,  the  existing  slaves  should  not,  I 
consider,  have  been  universally  and  indiscriminately 
liberated.    No,  that  task  ought  to  have  been  undertaken 
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gradually  and  with  gravest  deliberation.  It  should  have 
been  so  managed  that  the  hardworking  and  laborious 
might  in  due  season  have  purchased  their  own  freedom, 
and  earned  the  power  to  labour  for  good  wages,  but 
never  the  power  to  be  lazy  and  breed  paupers.  Indeed, 
Michael  Scott,  I  think,  has  some  admirable  scheme, 
which,  if  followed,  might  have  ultimately  conduced  to 
a  condition  of  true  and  intelligent  freedom." 

"Freedom,"  said  I,  "or  that  state  which  passes  in  the 
world  for  freedom,  is  a  dangerous  toy,  and  needs  a  high 
order  of  intelligence  to  adequately  use  and  control  it. 
To  present  such  a  thing  suddenly  to  this  vast  and 
constitutionally  indolent  race  of  beings  was  dangerous, 
and  proved  so.  Freedom,  to  the  negro,  is  a  sharp 
knife  in  the  hand  of  a  child  :  he  cannot  use  it  to  good 
purpose,  but  surely  cuts  himself  sooner  or  later." 

We  examined  the  African's  character  and  mental 
calibre,  and  over  the  discussion  grew  metaphysical 
and  friendly.  We  went  on  enlarging  one  another's 
minds,  and  pitying  our  companion  in  that  he  was 
missing  so  much  superior  conversation.  The  notable 
things  which  Peckham  and  I  let  drop  that  morning 
must  have  set  up  a  man  like  the  Death's  Head  for 
years ;  but  he  fooled  away  his  opportunities  and 
slumbered  stupidly  on. 

Then,  after  passing  endless  acres  of  sugar-cane,  after 
driving  through  a  handsome  grove  of  cabbage  palms, 
and  noting  where  hurricane  or  lightning  had  destroyed 
a  few  of  them,  our  road  turned  a  corner,  crossed  a 
scrubby  tract  of  thorny  cacti,  and  abruptly  ended  in 
front  of  the  *  Crane '  Hotel.  This  handsome  building 
stands  on  cliffs  overlooking  the  North  Atlantic.     Away 
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a  mile  from  shore  stretched  coral  reefs  and  a  line  of 
murmuring  breakers  ;  beyond  them  danced  the  deep 
blue  sea,  splashed  with  little  silver  feathers  of  foam ; 
and  within,  the  waters  were  brilliant  green,  coming  with 
scarce  a  ripple  to  the  dazzling  white  shore.  Over  the 
sands  extended  a  trailing,  creeping  wealth  of  blue- 
grey  herbage  ;  and  further  inland,  but  still  below  the 
encircling  cliffs,  grew  cocoa-nut  trees  laden  with  fruit, 
their  waving  upper  leaves  a  polished  green,  the  droop- 
ing lower  ones  all  golden  brown.  Little  bathing- 
houses  were  dotted  at  the  foot  of  the  chffs  ;  but  the 
black  fins  of  sharks  cut  these  green  waters  from  time 
to  time,  prompting  to  caution. 

The  sands  here  are  too  hot  and  brilliant  to  walk 
upon  for  long.  We  sauntered  a  short  distance,  ob- 
served small  grey  crabs  hurrying  about  like  leaves 
blown  by  the  wind,  then  remounted  the  coral  steps 
which  led  up  the  cliffs  face,  and  so  proceeded  to  lunch. 
After  that  meal,  furnished  in  a  cool,  lofty  room  with 
white  walls  and  about  twenty  windows,  Peckham  Rye 
succumbed,  the  Death's  Head  said  he  thought  he 
should  venture  on  forty  winks,  and  I  strolled  out  over 
the  parched  cliffs  and  picked  prickly  pears  and  other 
interesting  trifles.  Great  winged  grasshoppers  leapt 
and  flew  lazily  before  me,  small  lizards  also  sunned 
themselves  in  the  blazing  heat,  and  occasionally  I  had 
to  disturb  quaint  insect  or  reptile  in  order  that  I  might 
pick  the  curio  upon  which  he  was  seated.  The  tangled 
shrub  that  extended  over  those  cliffs  was  full  of 
wonders  both  animal  and  vegetable  ;  but  a  great  loneli- 
ness and  silence,  broken  only  by  occasional  dry  rustlings 
or  spiritless  chirp  of  bird,   reigned  over  the   land.     I 
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met  one  black  goat,  that  might  have  been  a  scape- 
goat from  his  forlorn  appearance ;  and  a  solitary, 
thoughtful-looking  frog  pottering  up  a  dried  water- 
course. 

By  the  '  Crane  '  grow  some  of  the  most  venerable  and 
gigantic  aloes  which  I  have  ever  seen.  They  appear 
very  aged,  and  could  doubtless  tell  entertaining  stories 
of  those  who  visit  the  hotel.  Upon  their  fleshy  leaves 
sundry  vile  persons  have  cut  and  scratched  their 
names.  One  amorous  idiot  has  defaced  a  leaf  by 
arranging  two  hearts  upon  it  and  inscribing  his  initials 
and  the  girl's. 

Having  chatted  a  while  with  the  extremely  pleasant 
proprietor  of  the  '  Crane/  having  drunk  the  milk  of  a 
green  cocoa-nut  or  two,  and  roused  the  Death's  Head, 
we  ordered  out  our  buggy  and  prepared  to  start. 

Green  cocoa-nuts,  by-the-bye,  are  good  and  cooling, 
and  make  a  liquid  refreshment  in  every  way  suited 
to  this  climate.  You  pare  away  the  top  of  the  nut 
as  though  you  were  sharpening  a  huge  lead-pencil, 
then  cut  off  the  point,  and  reveal  the  pure  milk  within. 
Before  drinking,  some  people  drop  a  lump  of  ice  into 
it ;  others — depraved  creatures  like  the  Death's  Head 
and  myself — insert  a  little  whiskey. 

Our  return  journey  was  accomplished  without 
adventure  or  incident,  and  we  arrived  aboard  the 
Rhine  a  short  half-hour  before  she  sailed.  Not  a  few 
deck-passengers — negroes,  mulattoes,  and  one  or  two 
coolies — were  travelling  south  with  us ;  and  an  enter- 
taining farce  was  acted  ten  minutes  after  we  set  out. 

We  have  on  board  this  ship  one  of  the  lean  pigs 
of  the   country.     The  Purser  has   procured  it,    and  is 
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making  experiments  with  a  view  to  seeing  whether 
this  particular  class  of  pig  will,  under  any  conditions, 
grow  plump  and  presentable.  The  wretched  animal 
had  just  devoured  all  the  nourishing  part  of  a  big 
cotton  umbrella ;  and  an  ancient  negress  was  thereby 
reduced  to  great  misery.  The  umbrella  appeared  to 
be  her  most  cherished  earthly  possession.  She  was 
leaving  Barbados  to  start  life  afresh  at  Grenada,  and 
her  worldly  goods  accompanied  her.  They  consisted 
of  a  square  deal  box,  a  red  bundle,  a  pair  of  boots 
in  a  bird-cage,  and  the  umbrella.  Somebody  told 
her  to  go  to  the  Purser,  and  to  him  she  went  with 
her  piteous  tale.  Our  Purser,  who  stands  about  six 
feet  six  inches,  and  is  known  as  the  '  Treasure/  from 
a  variety  of  good  qualities  with  which  Heaven  has 
blessed  him,  took  the  hideous  remains  of  the  umbrella, 
put  them  up,  gazed  critically  at  a  tattered  tangle  of 
naked  ribs,  and  said  : 

"  I  don't  see  much  wrong  with  this  parasol;  it  seems 
to  work  all  right.     What's  the  matter  with  it,  Jane  ?  " 

"  De  pig  hab  eat  all  de  cob'ring  off  him,  sar." 

"The  pig!  Hang  it,  Jane,  that  pig  is  a  deal  more 
important  than  your  umbrella.  If  the  Captain  knew 
you  had  been  giving  our  pig  your  umbrella  to  eat, 
there  would  be  no  end  of  a  bother," 

"  No,  no,  no,  Massa  ;  I  nebber  gib  no  'brella  to  de 
pig  ;  him  just  grab  de  'brella." 

"  Well,  we  must  wait  and  see  what  overtakes  the 
pig,  Jane.  As  to  the  umbrella,  give  it  to  the  Chief 
Engineer;  he  mends  umbrellas,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing." 

Poor  Jane  trotted  humbly  to  the  First   Engineer ; 


A    TTEROINE.  63 

and  he  sent  her  to  the  Captain  ;  and  he  sent  her  to 
the  First  Officer ;  and  he  sent  her  to  the  Cook  ;  and 
he  sent  her  to  the  Mate  of  the  Hold ;  and  he  sent  her 
to  the  Stewards  ;  and  they  sent  her  to  a  Quarter- 
master ;  and  he,  very  improperly,  sent  her  to  a  place 
not  mentioned  in  polite  secular  literature. 

Whereupon  the  passengers  took  pity  on  distracted 
Jane,  and  raised  a  subscription  sufficient  to  purchase 
not  less  than  four  new  umbrellas  ;  they  promised  also 
to  defray  the  cost  of  any  illness  that  the  pig  might 
incur;  so  Jane  lifted  up  her  voice  and  blessed  them, 
and,  returning  amongst  her  own  folks,  became  the 
heroine  of  the  hour. 
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The  Cocktail  Club— The  Model  Man— Twins  for  our  Second 
Officer — Newspapers — The  True  Story  of  Captain  Cook — 
Forest  Harmonies — A  Rosy  Dawn — St.  Vincent — Concern- 
ing Yellow  Caribs  and  Ethiopians — A  Whale — Arrowroot — 
Advice  to  the  Traveller  touching  Kew  Gardens. 

THAT  night,  as  we  set  out  for  St.  Vincent,  phos- 
phorescence gleamed  and  sparkled  in  our  wake, 
like  a  countless  host  of  marine  fireflies.  The  ocean 
around  us  was  full  of  wan  blue  light  breaking  every- 
where into  points  and  diamond-flashes  of  heightened 
brilliance.  Though  a  pigmy  after  our  recent  vessel, 
the  Rhine  is  wonderfully  comfortable — for  a  ship.  She 
has  every  convenience  that  man  may  desire,  including 
electric  illumination  and  a  Cocktail  Club.  This  last 
demands  to  be  mentioned,  because  it  is  unique  and 
peculiar  to  the  Rhine.  Our  First  Officer  is  President 
and  Mixer  of  Beverages ;  and  the  Treasure,  already 
mentioned,  is  the  Secretary  and  Board  of  Directors 
and  Business  Agent.  These  two  constituted  the  entire 
Club  until  the  Doctor  and  I  arrived.  He  is  an  ex- 
President,  and  was  formerly  Medical  Adviser  ;  me  they 
are  good  enough  to  make  an  honorary  member.  The 
Club  meets  thrice  a  day  :  first  at  7.30  a.m.,  secondly 
when  the  sun  is  above  the  fore-yard-arm,  thirdly  before 
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dinner.  The  insidious  cocktail  is  then  compounded 
in  a  red  glass  jug,  and  drunk  from  little  blue  glass 
tumblers. 

This  First  Officer  of  ours  is  better  known  as  the 
"  Model  Man."  He  is  a  marvel  of  warm-heartedness, 
good  seamanship,  and  ingenuity.  He  manufactures 
cabinets  of  fancy  woods,  and  paper-knives  and  pipe- 
racks.  If  you  admire  these  things,  he  insists  on  3'our 
taking  them  for  your  own.  He  also  draws  pictures  of 
ships  and  men  ;  he  cuts  the  fruits  of  the  country  into 
quaint  shapes  at  meals;  he  sings  unconventional  songs 
at  unconventional  times  ;  and  he  always  dances,  very 
beautifully  and  fantastically,  in  his  pyjamas,  before 
retiring  at  night.  Sometimes  he  dances  in  the  morning 
too.  Being  a  man,  although  a  model  one,  he  has  a  weak 
spot.  This  is  his  guitar.  When  he  plays  that  instru- 
ment the  regular  order  and  discipline  of  the  ship  are 
overthrown.  The  Captain  is  always  upset  by  it,  and 
the  Treasure  has  been  known  to  lock  himself  up  in 
his  cabin  and  miss  meals  from  it.  But  passengers  like 
it.  Even  nervous,  excitable  people  crowd  round  and 
listen  when  the  guitar  begins.  It  makes  them  feel 
that  there  are  even  worse  horrors  than  the  briny 
deep  can  show. 

We  are  certainly  a  very  happy  family  on  the  Rhine. 
Take  the  Second  Officer.  Latest  advices  from  home 
have  brought  him  the  news  that  he  is  a  joyful  father 
of  twin  boys.  He  regards  this  event  in  a  proper  spirit, 
and  is  delighted.  When  the  Captain  heard  what  had 
happened  to  his  Second  Officer,  he  congratulated  him 
heartily  and  shook  hands  twice,  and  said  : 

"  Excellent ;    which    are    you    going    to    drown,    old 
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chap  ? "  But  the  Captain  is  a  mere  brutal  bachelor, 
quite  ignorant  of  the  privileges  which  hedge  in  married 
men.  Our  Second  Officer  will  have  no  half-measures 
in  the  matter  of  his  twins  :  of  that  his  great  strength 
of  character  makes  me  certain.  Personally,  I  hardly 
think  he  intends  drowning  either  of  them  ;  but  they 
will  probably  live  or  die  together  :  he  is  just  the  man 
to  drown  both  or  neither. 

That  night  I  Hstened  to  a  dozen  West  Indians 
discussing  their  home  politics  in  the  smoking-room. 
Their  arguments  were  upon  purely  local  topics,  and  the 
debate  at  times  grew  heated  and  acrimonious.  Those 
in  authority  amongst  these  islands  appeared  to  give 
but  little  satisfaction.  A  notable  individual  in  Trinidad, 
for  example,  was  generally  condemned  by  our  passenger 
politicians  in  that  he  too  universally  supported  the 
black  man,  and  upheld  him  against  the  Creoles  and 
butter-coloured  folks.  One  speaker  in  this  impromptu 
parliament  produced  a  Barbados  newspaper,  and  read 
therefrom  a  strong  article  in  support  of  his  own  con- 
tentions. 

Of  West  Indian  journals  generally — and  there  are  a 
considerable  number  of  them — I  may  say  the  tone  and 
scope  are  not  convincing.  Superficially  these  papers 
are  ill  printed  and  unsatisfactory,  and  the  matter  of 
them  lacks  breadth  and  grasp  and  balance.  They  are 
extreme  to  the  verge  of  rabidness ;  their  views  are 
narrowed  to  the  circumference  of  their  own  little  pin- 
point islands ;  they  throw  much  mud,  and  not  a  little 
of  it  sticks  upon  their  own  hands.  Perhaps  Barbados 
and  Trinidad  have  the  best  newspapers. 

Just  before  I  sought  my  bunk  that  night  our  Fourth 
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Officer,  a  man  of  agreeable  presence  and  varied  in- 
formation, asked  me  whether  I  should  care  to  hear  the 
true  story  of  Captain  Cook's  tragic  death.     He  said  : 

"  I  had  it  direct  from  a  man  in  Hawaii.  There  are 
some  rather  peculiar  points  about  it  not  generally 
known." 

I  begged  him  to  proceed.  The  facts  of  such  a 
historic  business  should  be  familiar  to  everybody.  So 
he  gave  me  the  whole  unvarnished  tale. 

"  It  happened  that  about  two  hundred  years  before 
Captain  Cook  set  foot  in  Hawaii,  the  people  of  that 
island  had  lost  or  definitely  mislaid  their  god.  And 
this  they  had  done  in  no  metaphorical  sense,  as  folks 
at  home  might,  but  literally,  because  their  god  was 
a  thing  of  clay  and  feathers  and  tinsel — unpromising 
material  for  a  deity,  but  the  best  they  knew.  Some 
said  the  god  had  gone  up  by  night  into  the  Happy 
Hereafter;  others,  better  informed,  suspected  that  he 
was  stolen.  At  any  rate,  it  appears  no  cunning 
artificer  of  them  all  had  power  or  genius  sufficient  to 
fashion  a  substitute ;  for  two  hundred  years,  therefore, 
they  remained  quite  a  godless  people.  Then  came 
Captain  Cook  amongst  them ;  and  quickly  observing 
the  great  possibilities  about  this  intrepid  explorer, 
noting  his  unusual  complexion  and  commanding  pre- 
sence, the  wise  men  of  the  island  came  to  him  with  a 
proposal.  In  fact,  they  invited  him  to  settle  down  in 
their  midst  and  be  god.  This,  probably  for  temporal 
considerations,  he  agreed  to  do,  and  such  were  doubtless 
his  intelligence,  judgment,  and  tact,  that  not  only  did 
he  maintain  but  also  greatly  enhance  the  exaggerated 
splendours    of    his    position.      Such    an    arrangement 
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suited  the  crafty  rulers  of  that  land ;  and,  as  for  the 
deceived  masses,  they  pronounced  Cook  a  very  great 
success.  Then,  in  an  evil  hour,  the  explorer  met  with 
a  trumpery  little  mishap,  which  cost  him  his  life.  He 
appears  to  have  been  superintending  some  weight- 
lifting  operations  at  the  time,  and  a  heavy  stone, 
suddenly  slipping,  fell  upon  his  foot.  Forgetting  his 
official  position,  overlooking  the  fact  that  no  right 
divinity  would  feel  human  suffering  of  a  purely  physical 
nature.  Cook  showed  the  discomfort  he  was  under.  It 
is  indeed  probable  that  he  danced  with  agony,  and  very 
likely  said  something  about  it  too.  The  action,  what- 
ever it  may  have  been,  doomed  him.  Those  astute 
islanders  who  saw  his  misery  communed  among 
themselves,  saying :  '  Surely  this  is  no  god  at  all,  but 
a  man,  with  emotions  like  our  own.  The  forces  of 
nature  are  no  servants  of  his ;  the  falling  stone  bruises 
him ;  doubtless  the  lightning  would  consume  him ; 
perchance  even  a  tomahawk,  in  skilled  hands,  might 
destroy  him.'  The  authorities  tried  hard  to  preserve 
their  god  upon  his  throne ;  but  the  people  were  aroused 
and  awakened,  and  would  not  have  it  so.  '  Our  braves 
shall  prove  him,'  they  declared ;  '  if  two  hundred  of 
the  picked  warriors  cannot  tomahawk  him  among 
them,  then  in  truth  is  he  a  god  before  all  others ;  but 
if  they  can  do  so — then  it  is  high  time  that  they  did.' 
So  two  hundred  chosen  men  of  war  went  out  to  see  if 
they  could  tomahawk  poor  Cook ;  and,  of  course,  they 
managed  it  without  the  smallest  difficulty. 

"  Though,  mind  you,  they  never  ate  Cook,"  concluded 
the  Fourth  Officer ;  "  that  is  a  libel  and  a  mistake 
altogether.     Respectable  Hawaii  people  have  positively 
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assured  me  that  he  was  not  so  much  as  nibbled. 
There  appears  to  have  been  a  funeral,  no  doubt  bar- 
baric, but  properly  conducted  according  to  the  views 
of  the  country." 

"That,  if  a  fact,  is  certainly  a  happy  circumstance," 
I  answered.     Then  we  retired. 

Dawn  came  with  a  great  downpouring  of  tropical 
rain,  in  the  midst  of  which  we  reached  our  new  port, 
entered  the  sleeping  bay  of  Kingstown,  and  fired  a 
cannon  that  woke  rolling  echoes  in  the  hills.  Very 
noble  hills  they  are  that  crown  St.  Vincent.  A  greater 
contrast  to  Barbados  could  scarcely  be  imagined. 
The  little  town  lies  spread  before  us,  its  white  walls 
and  red  and  grey  roofs  clustering  along  the  water's 
edge,  the  line  of  them  broken  by  great  trees,  and  capped 
with  palms.  Inland  grows  sugar-cane  in  bright  green 
tracts  and  patches,  ever  sloping  onwards  and  upwards 
to  the  fertile  mountain-sides.  Every  hill  is  clothed 
to  the  topmost  peak  with  foliage ;  there  is  nothing 
barren  or  naked  here.  Rich  wildernesses  of  arboreal 
wealth  cover  the  land  in  gorgeous  coats  of  many 
colours :  with  wild  medley  and  tangle  and  prodigal 
confusion  of  tropic  forest ;  with  blinding  light  and 
purple  shade  ;  with  sober  foliage  and  brilliant ;  with 
gaunt  grey  giants  rising  above  seas  of  green  ;  with 
blossoms  of  crimson  and  gold ;  with  untold  fulness 
of  life  glorying  in  the  fiery  heat.  Curtains  of  parasites 
twist  and  climb  and  wreathe  the  great  trees.  They 
droop  in  flowery  festoons,  stream  in  high  aerial  bridges, 
tumble  headlong  in  wild  waterfalls  of  leaf  and  glowing 
flower.  Everywhere  reigns  the  same  heaped-up  pro- 
fusion and  untold  lavish  wealth  of  blooming  verdure, 
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branching  palmetto,  towering  palm.  The  mango  and 
the  lime  bring  shining  green,  the  bois  immortelles  burn 
with  dazzling  crimson,  each  pointed  bud  a  spike  of 
fire  ;  here  hang  veils  of  grey  lichen,  here,  dead,  golden 
fronds  from  cocoa-nut ;  here  gigantic  cacti  thrust  their 
thorny  heads  up  to  the  sunshine ;  while  spreading 
agaves  and  aloes  flourish  below  in  the  tawny  tangle  of 
the  undergrowth.  By  shady  ravine  and  the  channels  of 
watercourses,  philodendra  twine  aloft  with  dark  heart- 
shaped  foliage,  and  tree  ferns  spread  their  fronds  above 
the  lesser  ferns.  All  is  light  and  glow  and  colour, 
streaked  with  the  flash  of  emerald  humming-birds  and 
brilliant  flies  innumerable  ;  savage  with  the  uncouth 
turnings  and  twistings  of  a  thousand  sun-loved  forest 
monsters ;  ablaze  with  their  sudden  blossoms  and 
fantastic  fruits  ;  cut  out  against  the  sky  with  mighty 
leaves  that  cleave  the  blue  air  like  swords,  with  foliage 
soft  and  feathery  as  rain,  with  boughs  abrupt  and  jagged 
as  the  lightning.  Which  noble  things,  blended,  har- 
monised, thrown,  piled,  heaped,  massed  together  in  a 
sort  of  dancing  haze,  under  deep  blue  heavens  and 
scorching  sunshine  ;  filled  with  hum  of  manifold  life, 
drone  of  insect,  flutter  of  wing  and  rustle  of  busy 
reptile  ;  hung  with  nest  of  bird  and  bee  and  ant  on 
stem  and  bough  ;  traversed  perhaps  by  a  winding  stony 
path  or  two,  complete,  so  far  as  I  can  set  it  down,  the 
picture  of  a  West  Indian  mountain-side. 

The  crown  of  the  hills  was  buried  in  cloud,  and  the 
rain  still  fell — a  pride-of-the-morning  shower  common  in 
these  islands.  But  soon  the  dawn  touched  these  rolling 
grey  caps  of  the  mountains,  and  they  blushed  and 
brightened  into  a  vision  of  pale  rose  behind  the  rain. 
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Then  the  sun  ascended,  the  tropical  showers  flashed 
like  fire,  and  the  mountains  and  valleys  and  waves 
were  full  of  a  great  light.  Over  the  blue  waters  of  the 
Caribbean,  painted  on  the  rain,  wide  in  arc,  gleaming 
with  transparent  colour,  framing  sea  and  horizon  and 
fleeting  clouds  above,  there  blazed  such  a  span  of 
prismatic  splendour  as  never  before  had  I  seen,  even 
amid  dreams ;  and  beyond  it  on  mightier  arch,  with 
vaster  circumference,  hung  the  pale  ghost  of  another 
rainbow  greater  than  the  first. 

Everywhere  the  interview  with  a  local  Health  Officer 
was  our  first  piece  of  business.  Pratique  granted,  a 
large  party  started  for  the  shore,  through  the  usual 
chattering  rabble  of  lightermen,  watermen,  and  bum- 
boat-women.  By  the  captain's  kind  permission  we 
were  allowed  to  travel  in  the  mail  boat,  and  soon 
reached  the  landing-stage  of  Kingstown,  St.  Vincent  ; 
from  which  point  we  all  separated  and  scattered  over 
the  island  on  different  quests. 

Peckham  Rye  is  amongst  us.  He  has  an  introduc- 
tion to  the  Governor,  and  will  sail  in  upon  that  official 
just  as  he  is  about  to  go  to  breakfast.  Then,  having 
delivered  his  letter,  Peckham  Rye  will  fasten  upon  the 
refreshments,  in  exchange  for  them  sprinkle  crumbs  of 
knowledge  to  the  right  and  left,  and  very  probably  tell 
the  Governor  a  thousand  facts  about  St.  Vincent  that 
he  never  heard  before. 

For  my  part  I  am  doing  much  the  same  as  Peckham 
Rye.  I  carry  a  missive  from  a  mutual  friend  to  an 
important  local  celebrity ;  and  it  is  my  hope  that  the 
celebrity  will  welcome  me  in  that  spirit  of  hospitality 
which  redounds  to  the  credit  of  West  Indians  generally. 
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St.  Vincent  is  perhaps  the  most  beautiful  of  all  the 
Windward  group  of  islands,  excepting  only  our  next 
halting-place,     Grenada,       The    loftiest    peak    of    St. 
Vincent  is  Morne   Gavon,   with   an    altitude    of  some 
four  thousand  feet ;  and  the  greatest  natural  curiosity 
the  island  can  boast  is  an  inland  soitfriere,  or  sulphur- 
mine.     England  appears  to  have  claimed  St.  Vincent 
for  a  lengthened  period  of  time,  until  the  year  1675, 
and  before  that  date  the  aboriginal  Yellow  Caribs — a 
hardy  and  warlike    tribe   of  savages — were  not   sup- 
pressed   or    much    interfered    with.       Then,    however, 
began  a  long  succession  of  wars  between  England  and 
France ;    and  the  Caribs   threw  in  their  lot  with  our 
rivals.     For  this  lack  of  judgment  upon  their  part,  the 
poor  folks  were  punished,  and  ultimately  the  greater 
number  of  them   had  to   leave  their  home   altogether, 
being   packed    off  to    Roatan    Island    in    the    Gulf  of 
Honduras. 

Somewhere  in  the  interior  of  St.  Vincent,  to  the 
number  of  about  a  hundred  and  fifty  souls,  there 
yet  lingers  a  little  colony  of  the  true  Caribs.  One 
may  see  their  curious  drawings  upon  hillside  boulders, 
or  observe  their  sacred  altars  above  streams  and 
precipices.  Their  old  stone  implements,  too,  are  not 
uncommon.  Interesting  collections  of  them  exist  in 
several  places :  axe-heads  of  greenstone,  offensive 
weapons  also,  and  granite  pestles  for  the  grinding  of 
corn.  They  are  instructive  in  several  ways,  a  strange 
fact  about  many  of  them  being  their  close  resemblance 
in  shape  to  the  far  more  ancient  palaeolithic  flints. 
Carib  fragments,  however,  show  greater  finish  and 
excellence  of  workmanship,  as  much  from  the  reason 
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of  the  softer  nature  of  the  material  employed  as  from 
the  fact  that  the  operator  in  the  latter  case  belonged 
to  a  higher  order  of  intellectual  animal  than  his  pre- 
adamite  brother.  The  negroes  call  these  remains 
'thunderbolts/  and  allege  that  they  are  oftenest  to 
be  met  with  in  the  earth  at  the  roots  of  silk-cotton 
trees.  But  if  that  is  the  case,  the  early  comers  from 
Africa  probably  buried  them  there,  not  the  Caribs ; 
because,  though  yellow  Caribs  have  religion,  as  their 
altars  sufficiently  attest,  yet  there  is  no  reason  to 
suppose  that  the  silk-cotton  tree  forms  a  part  of  it ; 
while,  in  the  case  of  the  negroes,  this  tree  is  as  much 
a  portion  of  their  Obeah  fetish  as  were  oak  and 
mistletoe  to  the  Druid's  rites.  Obeah  came  to  the 
West  Indies  with  the  Africans.  It  is  no  dead  thing 
yet,  and  of  it  I  shall  have  further  occasion  to  speak. 

Though  ancient,  the  Carib  is  but  an  infant  in  the 
lap  of  Nature,  as  compared  with  her  primal  men  ;  those 
whose  remains  from  time  to  time  occur,  whose  giant 
bones  even  set  nations  quarrelling  for  their  possession  • 
in  whose  brains  the  Almighty  first  planted  a  spirit 
of  true  conscious  intelligence  ;  and  who  wandered 
over  vanished  continents,  when  yet  the  world  was 
young  and  her  rulers  fire  and  ice.  These  St.  Vincent 
Caribs  have  a  practical,  present  value,  a  real  import- 
ance ;  for,  being  an  adventurous  and  plucky  people, 
they  will  undertake  sundry  dangerous  tasks  (such  as 
shipping  of  sugar  in  rough  weather),  which  the  negro 
shirks  and  shrinks  from.  I  was  not  privileged  to  see 
any  Carib  myself,  a  circumstance  I  much  regretted. 

Kingstown  is  a  small,  fairly  lively  place,  and  looks 
better  from  the  sea  than  the  shore.     The  almond  trees 
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are  numerous  and  beautiful,  also  the  palms ;  but  in  the 
matter  of  unexpected  odours,  I  was  never  in  a  spot 
at  home  or  abroad  that  caused  me  greater  uneasiness. 
Novel  and  loathsome  perfumes  leapt  out  at  my  nose, 
like  savage  beasts,  from  every  corner  and  turning ; 
each  was  the  most  atrocious  smell  I  ever  chanced  upon 
until  I  had  a  whiff  of  the  next.  The  Doctor  judged  that 
they  must  be  very  inimical  to  health.  Now  and  again 
he  caught  a  scent  which  he  declared  had  the  makings 
of  an  epidemic  about  it.     He  said  : 

"  There  are  enough  germs  fluttering  about  in  this 
one  wretched  street  to  decimate  Europe." 

"  Europe  is  safe  enough/'  I  answered  ;  "  let  us  think 
of  ourselves,  and  get  away  from  such  harrowing 
atmosphere." 

So  we  pushed  along,  through  the  different  layers  of 
microbes,  hoping  for  the  best. 

The  negroes  lolled  about,  lazy  and  good-tempered, 
eating  their  fruit  breakfasts.  They  are  really  ill- 
equipped,  these  folks,  for  the  battle  of  life.  If  it 
became  a  serious  battle  or  assumed  a  grave  aspect, 
they  would  quickly  succumb ;  if  they  had  to  fight 
against  any  sudden  influx  of  energy  and  determination, 
they  would  probably  throw  up  the  sponge.  Quashie — 
by  which  title  one  means  the  bulk  of  the  present  snuff- 
coloured  and  brown  people  rather  than  the  full-blooded 
blacks — Quashie  is  simple-hearted,  unambitious,  and 
intellectually  poor.  These  qualities  produce  a  happy 
man  of  an  inferior  sort ;  and  for  the  most  part, 
excepting  at  Barbados,  they  appear  to  realise  their 
inferiority.  Life  to  them  is  neither  very  real  nor 
very  earnest.      They  hold  it  a  sunny   dream  rather, 
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with  a   thatched  hut   and   a   corn-patch,  and  a  ragged 
plantain   tree  or  two    in    the   foreground,    sugar-cane, 
cocoa-nuts,  and  a  wife  and  family  behind.     They  look 
upon   white   folks  as  our  cats  look  upon  us  at  home  : 
not  as  an  absolute  necessity,  but  still  useful  from  time 
to  time.       Like  our   cats   also   they   can  be  civil,  nay 
abjectly    servile,  if  anything    is    to   be    gained   by  it ; 
but  they  do  not   love  us;  their  admiration   is  for  the 
most  part   simulated,   their  regard  for   the  most  part 
feigned.       That    they  care    little    for    the    white    man, 
however,    is   natural    enough :    he   cares    nothing   for 
them  ;  he  has  long  since  lost  every  particle  of  patience 
with  them  ;  he  speaks  of  them  with  contempt,  treats 
them  with  scant  consideration  and  no  common  courtesy. 
And  they   suffer  his  tongue,  and  care  not,  because  no 
whip  lurks  behind  it  as  of  yore.     To  me,  as  one  who  had 
not  to  experience  trouble  from  their  faults,  they  gave 
a  sort  of  pleasure.     There  is  something  almost  lovable 
about   them,  just   as  there  is  about   the  lower  orders 
of  the    Irish.       These    latter,    indeed,    they    strangely 
resemble  in  qualities  of  superstition,  excitability,  idle- 
ness,  and   lack  of  all  logical  perceptions.      They  are 
warm-hearted,  untruthful,  feline,  and  more  feminine  in 
their  moral  fibre  than  masculine.     A  thing  happened, 
I   think   at   Tobago,   not  long  since,  which  shows  the 
incorrigible  nature  of  them.      Experiments  were  under- 
taken by  a  private  individual  with  a  view  to  reviving 
the  old  cotton-growing  industry   of   that   island.      All 
promised  well,  a  fine  crop  grew  ripe  for  picking  ;  but 
just  before  this  operation,  negroes  came  by  night  and 
burnt  the  plantation  to  the  ground.     No  hint  or  word 
of  their  intentions  reached  any  responsible  ear.     They 


;6  IN-  SUGAR-CANE  LAND. 

hugged  their  secret ;  they  watched  the  hated  cotton, 
with  its  slave-memories,  ripen  and  reach  perfection  ; 
then,  caring  nothing  for  the  days  of  good  money- 
bringing  labour  it  must  have  brought  them  all,  they 
destroyed  it.  And  next  morning  doubtless  each  man 
of  that  incendiary  party  expressed  the  most  theatrical 
horror  that  such  unrighteous  acts  could  thus  take  place 
in  their  midst. 

"  My  Gord !  Massa's  cotton-field  all  burn  down. 
De  debbil  done  it  sure  !  No  nigger  do  nuffing  like 
dat.  No  coloured  pusson  do  nuffing  like  dat.  Poor 
Massa's  money  all  go — dat  dam  ole  debbil !  "  And 
so  on,  and  so  on.  They  have  their  faults,  no  doudt ; 
but  not  a  few,  scattered  amongst  the  rest,  rise  high 
above  their  fellows,  aim  at  respectability,  decency,  self- 
respect,  and  achieve  these  excellent  things.  Others 
again,  still  fewer  in  number,  have  by  exceptional  force 
of  character  and  through  exceptional  opportunities 
reached  positions  of  power.  These  administer  the  laws, 
play  the  game  of  politics,  and  take  Holy  Orders. 

The  Doctor  and  I  hastened  forward  with  our  letter 
of  introduction.  Some  unknown  source  of  excitement 
was  dragging  people  to  the  beach.  Crowds  began 
hurrying  in  that  direction,  and  we  fell  into  the  jabber- 
ing whirl  also,  suspecting  that  there  might  be  a  house 
on  fire,  or  some  other  incident  afoot  calculated  to  excite 
the  negro  to  action  and  so  offer  us  a  curiosity.  The 
matter  proved  to  be  a  whale.  This  monster  was  just 
killed  off  the  isle  of  Bequia,  the  most  adjacent  of  the 
Grenadines.  The  defunct  giant  lay  grounded  on  the 
shore  and  valiant  blacks  strutted  up  and  down  upon  him. 

The  noise  and  clatter,  and  gasconading  utterances  of 


A    WEST  INDIAN   WEICOMK.  jj 

those  responsible  for  the  whale's  death,  were  all  vastly 
entertaining.  One  voluble  Ethiop,  balancing  himself 
in  classic  attitudes  on  the  whale's  head,  grew  quite 
intoxicated  with  the  blaze  of  fame  his  actions  had 
brought  him.  He  became  incoherent  and  hysterical 
with  the  overpowering  glory  of  his  position.  I  think 
he  must  have  been  the  original  finder  of  the  whale. 
At  any  rate,  he  lost  his  head  altogether,  and  screamed 
and  danced  and  fluttered  about  like  a  black  feather  in 
a  gale  of  wind. 

Then,  having  traversed  strange  ways  by  the  water- 
side, we  presently  found  a  handsome  house,  with 
white  walls,  green  jalousies,  sweet,  luxuriant  tangles 
of  stephanotis  trailing  over  the  porch,  and  an  English- 
man standing  on  the  doorstep.  He  appeared  to  know 
us  by  a  sort  of  intuition.      He  said  : 

"  Come  on  in  and  get  cool.  Glad  to  see  you. 
Cocktails  are  ready." 

Now  that  is  the  kind  of  spirit  I  like  to  meet  men  in, 
and  I  like  them  to  meet  me  in.  Soon  we  heard  the 
pleasant  'purr'  of  the  cocktail.  Our  host  himself 
handled  the  swizzle  stick — a  twig  with  jagged  end, 
which,  inserted  in  the  liquid  refreshment  and  quickly 
turned  between  the  hands,  produces  a  condition  of 
sparkling  and  foaming  effervescence. 

"  Breakfast  will  be  ready  in  ten  minutes.  Now 
come  and  look  at  the  garden  and  talk  about  England." 
This  we  did,  gave  him  information  touching  influenzas, 
theatres,  politics,  sudden  deaths,  and  so  forth,  and 
received  in  exchange  a  vision  of  great  horticultural 
delight  and  some  facts  about  arrowroot. 

That  garden  was  shaded  with  mangoes  of  the  choicer 


78  IN  SUGAR-CANE  LAND. 

sort  and  palms  and  prodigious  tropical  novelties  ;  whilst 
below,  sweet  of  scent,  full  of  blossom,  precious  with 
memories  of  home,  grew  exotic  English  roses  ;  treated, 
I  fancy,  as  honoured  settlers  by  the  more  briUiant 
indigenous  flora. 

Our  host  is  an  expert  in  arrowroot.  He  looks 
forward  with  piercing,  prophetic  eye  to  the  time  when 
St.  Vincent,  from  shore  to  mountain  crown,  shall  be 
one  vast  domain  of  this  commodity,  with  just  a  mill  or 
a  house  or  two  shooting  up  here  and  there.  "  It  is 
the  most  celebrated  and  notable  arrowroot  in  the  world, 
is  that  of  St.  Vincent,"  said  he.  "  Sugar  is  played 
out  here  :  arrowroot  takes  its  place.  We  are  already 
known  through  the  world  for  our  arrowroot.  The 
quantity  of  starch  it  contains  is  astounding.  I  shall 
give  each  of  you  men  a  six-pound  tin.  Then  you  can 
judge  for  yourselves,  and  let  other  people  have  a  little 
if  you  don't  want  it  all." 

I  said  : 

"  I'm  sure  it's  extremely  kind— extremely  ;  and  1 
really  doubt  if  we  shall  want  it  all.  You  see  I'm  not 
much  of  an  arrov/root  eater ;  and  though  my  brother 
prescribes  it  for  patients,  he  is  no  great  hand  at  it 
himself." 

"  You  shall  find  a  nigger  on  the  wharf  with  two 
six-pound  tins,"  he  repeated.  "  And  mind,  Doctor, 
when  yuu  advise  arrowroot  again,  say  '  St.  Vincent 
arrowroot.'  Remember  the  marvellous  percentage  of 
starch.  Arrowroot,  whichever  way  you  look  at  it,  is 
wonderful  stuff.  I  may  tell  you  that  I  myself  am  a 
regular,  hardened  arrowroot  consumer ;  so's  my  wife ; 
my  children  mainly  live  upon  it." 
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We  partook  of  an  ample  breakfast,  and  then,  a 
warning  gun  having  already  fired  from  the  ship, 
prepared  to  leave  this  excellent  new  friend. 

"  I  should  have  enjoyed  a  day  with  you  fellows,"  he 
was  good  enough  to  declare.  "  We  might  have  had 
some  fishing  for  a  sort  of  grayling  that  lives  in  the 
inland  streams.  He  rises  well  at  an  artificial  fly,  but 
doesn't  often  get  a  chance  to  do  so.  Then  we  would 
have  gone  up  and  looked  at  the  arrowroot  for  an  hour  or 
two,  and  then  fitted  in  a  game  of  lawn-tennis  on  my 
court  under  the  cocoa-nut  palms  ;  but  it  can't  be  helped." 

Reluctantly  we  had  to  deny  ourselves  the  pleasures 
he  thus  lightly  sketched  off;  we  wished  each  other 
well,  expressed  gratification  at  meeting,  hoped  that  we 
should  meet  again  ;  and  so  departed  with  cigars  and 
bunches  of  flowers  and  Carib  weapons  sticking  out  of 
our  pockets. 

At  the  gate  of  our  host's  house  stood  a  wonderfully 
fine  pandanns  or  '  screw  pine  '  ;  its  foliage,  like  that  of 
all  its  tribe,  growing  in  a  strange  rotatory  fashion — its 
fruit,  large  clusters  of  green  nuts.  I  never  saw  another 
of  these  curious  trees  in  the  West  Indies  ;  but  there  is 
one,  and  that  a  very  splendid  specimen,  nearer  home. 
You  shall  find  it,  if  you  care  to  do  so,  within  the 
entrance  of  the  first  great  palm-house  at  Kew. 

Talking  of  Kew  Gardens,  I  advise  everybody  de- 
signing to  go  abroad  to  pay  that  wonderful  place  a 
visit  before  he  starts.  People  in  tropical  spots  do  not 
appear  to  know  the  correct  name  of  anything,  and  are 
by  no  means  as  familiar  with  foreign  flora  generally  as 
the  folks  at  Kew.  In  the  West  Indies,  not  a  plant  is 
labelled  ;  at  Kew  Gardens,  all  are.     There  I  found  little 
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pigmy  specimens  of  many  a  tropical  wonder ;  there 
indeed  I  met,  I  should  think,  a  hundred  of  my  old 
forest  friends,  metamorphosed  from  wild  giants  to 
tame  dwarfs,  grown  to  small,  orderly,  well-behaved 
creatures,  botanically  arranged,  potted,  labelled,  in 
their  right  minds.  And  what  is  curious,  they  had  that 
sleek,  smug,  self-satisfied  appearance  which  conversion 
seems  to  bring  to  people.  But  I  had  a  preposterous 
yearning  to  smash  their  pots,  and  scatter  their  labels, 
and  set  them  free  to  herd  together  and  strangle  one 
another  and  be  natural. 

As  we  returned  to  our  boat,  we  met  the  biggest 
clergyman  I  ever  saw.  He  was  seated  upon  a  small 
brown  horse,  and  must  have  put  it  to  a  good  deal  of 
discomfort.     A  negro  led  them  both  along. 

Peckham  Rye  as  nearly  as  possible  missed  the  ship. 
He  stopped  and  poured  information  into  the  Governor 
until  the  last  moment.  He  had  not  learned  much  about 
St.  Vincent  himself,  but  taught  a  great  deal.  I  tried  to 
interest  him  with  arrowroot,  but  he  told  me  that  he 
had  mastered  arrowroot  in  the  '  forties,'  when  a  mere 
infant.  In  fact,  what  this  great  and  good  man  does 
not  know,  is  not  worth  knowing.  He  tells  me  that  St. 
Vincent  is  doomed,  notwithstanding  the  arrowroot.  I 
expect  he  will  go  on  dooming  each  island  as  we  come 
to  it.  But  he  designs  to  leave  us  at  Trinidad,  so  a  few 
places  may  yet  escape. 

Then  we  went  upon  our  way,  through  a  smooth  sea, 
full  of  sunshine  and  flying-fish  ;  and  I  watched  that 
pearl  of  an  isle  fade  softly  away.  One  by  one  its 
fair  details  vanished,  until  nothing  but  a  dim  grey 
cloud  rose  over  the  distant  waves. 
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Rhoda  and  the  Archbishop — The  Panorama  of  the  Grenadines — 
Leviathan  and  Others — The  Treasure's  Gun — Early  GHmpses 
of  Grenada — Nutmeg  Culture— Our  New  Port — Richmond 
Hill — A  Lunatic  Asylum  and  a  Prison — We  land. 

DOUBTLESS  the  world  is  very  full  of  round  pegs 
in  square  holes.  Everybody  knows  the  clergy- 
man who  ought  to  be  something  else,  the  business  man 
who  ought  to  be  a  soldier,  the  soldier  who  ought  to  be 
a  clergyman,  the  sailor  who  ought  to  be  a  politician, 
the  politician  who  ought  to  be  shot,  and  so  forth. 
Generally  the  blame  must  be  attributed  to  force  of 
circumstances,  but  sometimes  to  parents  and  guardians, 
and  not  infrequently  to  the  wrongly  placed  individual 
himself.  A  humble  example  of  this  principle  is  forcibly 
impressed  upon  my  notice  in  the  Rhine.  We  have 
a  black  steward,  known  as  Rhoda ;  and  I  should 
certainly  judge  him  to  be  the  most  naturally  gifted  man 
on  the  ship.  He  reflects,  he  has  ambitions,  he  spends 
his  leisure  in  learning  foreign  languages  ;  he  discharges 
the  duties  proper  to  his  situation  with  a  punctilious  care 
that  would  astound  us  from  a  white  menial,  but  appears 
absolutely  amazing  in  a  negro.  The  man  loves  fine 
scenery  ;  he  is  honest,  modest,  just :  he  would  shine  in 
any  position  with  such  qualities  as  these  ;  and  yet  we 
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find  him  a  mere  ship's  steward — a  drawer  of  water,  a 
maker  of  beds,  an  arranger  of  baths,  a  waiter  at  table, 
I  contrasted  Rhoda  with  not  a  few  persons  of  impor- 
tance, and  he  always  seemed  to  me  to  have  the  best  of 
it.  Finally  I  compared  him  with  an  archbishop  whom 
we  carried  from  St.  Vincent  to  Trinidad.  This  great 
man  was  returning  home  after  a  tour.  I  think  he  had 
been  dropping  in  unexpectedly  upon  lesser  bishops,  and 
surprising  them,  and  brisking  clerical  matters  up  gene- 
rally. The  primate  appeared  a  splendid  figure  on  board 
ship.  He  wore  a  sort  of  white  flannel  cassock  and  a 
purple  berretta,  which  produced  a  pleasant  blend  of  the 
ecclesiastical  and  nautical.  Yet  I  think  our  Rhoda 
would  have  looked  as  well.  The  archbishop  was 
plump  and  jovial;  the  steward,  lean  and  ascetic:  I 
could  imagine  their  places  in  life  altered  without  hurt 
or  surprise  to  anybody. 

Archbishops  occur  rather  freely  in  the  West  Indies. 
I  always  enjoyed  their  company,  and  perhaps  all  the 
more  because  one  has  so  little  of  it  at  home  in  a  general 
way ;  the  Captain,  however,  did  not  care  about  them. 
Whether  this  was  the  result  of  satiety  or  private 
prejudice  I  never  ascertained ;  but,  whereas,  by  the 
rules  of  naval  etiquette,  an  archbishop  should  always 
sit  on  the  Captain's  right  hand  at  meals,  yet  our 
Commander  invariably  shirked  them  and  passed  them 
on  to  the  Purser.  He,  knowing  that  he  could  have  a 
glut  of  ti.em  when  I  was  gone,  arranged  them  by  me, 
and  I  deemed  it  a  very  edifying  circumstance.  One 
may  find  an  ordinary  cure  tedious  or  a  simple  prelate 
tiresome,  but  a  primate  ought  to  convince  and  satisfy 
everybody.      The   archbishop-proof  man,    therefore — 
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such  an  one  as  our  Captain — should  be  an  object  for 
sheer  pity. 

Stretching  between  St.  Vincent  and  Grenada  extends 
the  scattered  panorama  of  the  Grenadines.  Some  are 
little  more  than  rocks,  just  splashes  of  sunshine  on  the 
sea ;  some  again  are  considerable  islets,  and  a  few 
enjoy  the  privilege  of  supporting  human  life.  Carriacou 
is  the  greatest ;  and  after  it  follow  Cannouan,  marked 
with  a  lofty  peak,  and  Bequia.  For  the  most  part  these 
islands  show  little  verdure  ;  they  are  arid,  sun-scorched, 
grey,  and  barren ;  beautiful  in  outline,  but  desolate  and 
lonely ;  the  abode  of  the  wild  goat  and  the  brown 
pelican. 

I  may  here  make  a  brief  piscatorial  note.  You 
might  suppose  that  fish  in  the  ocean  were  like  people 
in  big  cities  :  above  the  pettinesses  of  party  and  clique  ; 
you  might  suspect  that  great  fishes  and  little  would  go 
their  own  way,  and  take  big  views,  and  feel  that  there 
was  room  around  them  for  every  grade  of  thought, 
and  for  every  sect  and  community. 

You  would  not  look  for  such  a  happy  state  of  society 
in  a  duckpond.  There,  breadth  and  sweetness  are 
lacking,  and  each  newt  and  tadpole  knows  the  private 
business  of  the  others,  and  thinks  it  interesting.  To 
take  broad  views  in  a  narrow  environment  is  the 
hardest  thing  in  the  world ;  but  here,  in  the  blue 
Caribbean  Sea,  under  fresh  winds  and  dancing  sun- 
shine I,  for  one,  expected  to  find  universal  piscine 
tolerance  and  charity.  On  the  contrary,  we  observed 
persecution,  bad  feeling,  frantic  flight,  relentless  pur- 
suit, upon  every  side  :  the  flying-fish  have  always  to 
be  '  moving   on,'   their  lives  must  be   a    burden ;    the 
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porpoises  are  never  safe,  they  are  for  ever  trying  to 
escape  from  something  bigger  and  fiercer  than  them- 
selves. Barracudas,  sharks,  sword-fish — all  savage, 
pirate-hearted  monsters — roam  the  deep  waters  seeking 
what  they  may  devour ;  and  the  simple  whales  or 
other  good-tempered,  bulky  marine  creatures  have  no 
chance  against  them. 

I  watched  an  unhappy  porpoise  leaping  twice  his 
own  length  into  the  air  ;  and  the  Treasure,  who  stood 
beside  me,  exclaimed  that  it  was  doubtless  a  sword-fish 
causing  him  so  much  uneasiness. 

I  said  :  "  Why  ?  " 

"  Because  the  sword-fish  regards  porpoises  as  articles 
of  food,"  he  explained.  "  In  fact,  there  are  precious 
few  things  he  doesn't  regard  as  articles  of  food.  He 
is  as  bad  as  sharks  are.  He  will  even  try  and  get 
nourishment  out  of  ships  sometimes,  and  goes  at  them 
like  a  lion  and  runs  his  sword  into  them.  Then  he 
comes  to  grief,  of  course,  and  loses  his  life.  Their 
pugnacious  noses  have  often  been  found  sticking  in 
the  sides  of  ships.  But  with  porpoises  it  is  different. 
A  sword-fish  can  make  it  jolly  hot  for  them." 

Soon  afterwards  we  observed  a  huge,  grey  concern 
rolling  placidly  along  upon  the  top  of  the  water. 
The  Treasure's  natural  history  did  not  extend  to  this 
finny  giant,  though  he  thought  it  must  certainly  be  a 
young  whale.  But  the  Model  Man,  just  then  approach- 
ing, declared  it  to  be  a  grampus ;  whereupon  the 
Treasure  hastened  away  for  his  gun  that  he  might 
destroy  it.  He  did  not  particularly  want  the  grampus 
— nobody  did ;  but  our  Treasure  is  British  to  the  back- 
bone in  the  matter  of  taking  the  life  from  anything  in 
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the  least  interesting  or  uncommon.  When  we  behold 
wondrous  phenomena,  and  remarkable  fragments  of 
creation ;  when  we  are  brought  face  to  face  with 
notable,  rare  creatures,  that  even  Natural  Histor}' 
books  are  foggy  about,  the  Treasure  says : 
"  By  Jove  !  isn't  that  rum  ?  " 

Then  he  tries  to  shoot  them.     His  gun  acts  upon 
the  Treasure  much  as  cigars  and  pipes  do  on  the  other 
men.     If  you  or  I  are  in  anxiety  or  feel  worried  amid 
tribulations,   we  stuff  a  pipe,   watch   the  smoke  creep 
into  the  air  and  twist  and  fade  away  at  the  edges,  get  a 
certain  amount  of  nicotine  into  us,  and  so  gradually  find 
peace ;  but  when  the  Treasure  is  offended  or  harassed 
by  the  irritating  matters  of  life,  he  hastens  for  his  gun, 
and  seeks  to  render  some  other  animal  more  miserable 
than  himself.     It  is  not,  however,  entirely  for  the  sake 
of  carnage  that  he  shoots  :  the  effect  upon  his  nerves  is 
the  same  whether  he  hits  or  misses.      I  think  the  noise 
of  the  gun  going  off,  and  the  recoil,  and  the  echo,  and 
the  smell  of  the  powder  combine  to  cheer  him  up.     He 
always  appears  happier  and  better  for  the  explosion. 
If  he  hved,  say  in  some  suburban  terrace,  where   gun- 
firing  was  prohibited,  I  fail  to  see  how  he  would  get  on 
at  all.     One  night,  when  we  were  stopping  at  Tobago, 
a  dark  spirit  of  gloom  and  unrest  swooped  down  upon 
him    at   two  o'clock  in    the    morning,    and    he   got  up 
to  shoot  rats.       An    unearthly,  deafening    noise    soon 
awoke  everybody  on  the  ship,  rushed  over  the  sea  also, 
and  came  thundering  back  in  echoes  from  the  neigh- 
bouring  shore.      The   Captain    was  out   first    with   a 
revolver.      He  thought  our  black  crew  had  mutinied. 
I  suspected  some  one  had  gone  mad  and  was  running 
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amuck  amongst  helpless  sleepers  ;  the  Doctor's  theory 
was  suicide  ;  the  Second  Officer  believed  we  were  in 
for  a  tidal  wave  and  earthquake ;  others  apprehended 
pirates  or  the  Last  Day,  Then  this  agitated  crowd  of 
people  bubbled  over  with  justifiable  indignation  ;  for 
there  was  the  Treasure  sauntering  off  the  quarterdeck, 
beaming  with  restored  tranquillity,  clad  in  striped 
pyjamas.  He  carried  his  wretched  fowling-piece  in 
one  hand,  a  candle  in  the  other.  He  had  fired  at  a  rat 
as  it  ran  up  a  rope  to  get  fresh  water  from  somewhere. 
The  rat  escaped ;  but  the  best  lifeboat  appeared  to  be 
richer  by  half  a  pound  or  so  of  birdshot,  and  the 
Treasure  was  one  great  smile. 

By  the  time  our  sportsman  returned,  the  grampus, 
alarmed  by  the  noise  of  the  ship's  propeller,  had 
vanished.  Thus  baulked  of  his  prey,  the  Treasure,  who 
had  loaded  with  ball,  opened  fire  upon  a  brown  pelican, 
which  was  fishing  unobtrusively  some  two  hundred 
yards  distant.  The  bird  adjourned  uninjured,  and  the 
man  went  back  to  his  official  duties  much  refreshed. 

Now  Grenada  and  her  valleys  and  mountains  were 
spread  out  before  us.  Similar  cloud-capped  peaks, 
similar  wealth  of  foliage  from  beach  to  hilltop,  smiled 
upon  the  eye  as  at  St.  Vincent ;  but  the  scale  of  Nature 
appeared  rather  grander  here  :  Grenada  is  somewhat 
larger  than  its  sister-isle  ;  and  the  scenery  of  it,  as 
viewed  from  deck  of  passing  ship,  appears  wilder  and 
more  varied.  In  the  acclivities  that  sloped  upward 
from  the  shore,  only  separated  from  the  sea  by  a  strip 
of  silvery  beach,  grew  great  groves  of  cocoa-nut  palms. 
These  tended  aloft  where  gullies  and  winding  roadways 
broke    the    uprising  line    of  forest.      Little    dwellings 
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scattered  the  hillside,  peeping,  like  faces,  out  of  the 
surrounding  trees  ;  from  point  to  point,  above  the  great 
masses  of  vegetation  which  rounded  every  eminence,  a 
palm  sprang  upwards  ;  ever  higher  and  higher,  even  into 
the  curling  mists  of  cloudland,  could  they  still  be  seen, 
faint  and  dim,  crowning  each  great  billow  of  the  forest. 
Bright  slopes  of  sugar-cane  similarly  tended  to  the 
topmost  peaks.  Here  and  there  crimson  flame-flowers 
of  bois  immortelle  lighted  the  hills  ;  elsewhere  stood 
forth  other  lofty  trees,  gleaming  white  in  stem  and 
bough ;  and  all  the  unutterable  wealth  of  tropical 
vegetation  that  I  had  before  admired  was  again 
scattered  under  my  sight.  Volcanic  crags  sometimes 
jutted  upwards,  grey  against  the  green ;  and  the  moun- 
tains were  torn  by  steep  precipices  and  chasms.  But 
the  stony  nakedness  of  them  appeared  not,  for  they 
were  fringed  with  foliage,  laced  and  curtained  with 
flowing  creepers,  gemmed  with  a  thousand  splashes  of 
blazing  colour. 

Grenada  has  good  store  of  sweet  spices,  and,  amongst 
these,  the  nutmeg  is  not  the  least  important.  I  should 
say,  from  all  I  hear,  that  nutmeg-growing  must  be 
about  the  most  madly  speculative  business  to  be  found 
in  agriculture.  The  trees  which  produce  this  spice 
are  respectively  male  and  female ;  and  one  male  should 
be  planted  to  every  ten  females.  But  it  unfortunately 
happens  that  until  the  trees  arrive  at  maturity,  which 
they  do  about  the  age  of  five  years,  no  man  may  tell 
which  is  the  lady  tree  and  which  the  gentleman.  Thus 
the  feelings  of  a  speculator  when  he  finds,  after  five 
years  of  patient  waiting,  that  he  has  planted  a  male 
nutmeg  grove  instead  of  a  female  one,  can  easily  be 
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imagined.  A  nutmeg  estate,  with  properly  adjusted 
proportions  of  the  sexes,  does  in  fact  take  lengthy 
periods  to  bring  to  perfection,  and  is  doubtless  corre- 
spondingly valuable  when  attained. 

The  Model  Man  took  occasion  to  moralise  after 
telling  me  these  things.     He  said  : 

"  Just  see  how  important  it  is  to  have  the  males  and 
females  arranged  right  in  Nature.  Now,  with  human 
beings  they're  wrong,  because  we're  not  natural.  It's 
all  right  for  female  trees,  because  they're  planted,  and 
can't  get  about  chattering  scandal  and  making  mischief; 
but  women  have  the  use  of  their  legs  and  their  tongues  ; 
and  men  go  to  sea  or  to  business,  or  one  thing  and 
another ;  and  it  wouldn't  do  to  have  ten  girls  talking 
behind  each  man's  back.     What  do  you  think  ? " 

I  said  I  fancied  the  argument  was  slightly  involved, 
but  I  quite  agreed  with  as  much  of  it  as  I  could  follow. 
I  asked  him  what  was  the  exact  proportion  of  men  to 
women  in  the  world.     He  said  : 

"  I  don't  know  what  it  is,  but  I  know  it's  wrong." 

We  presently  reached  Goyave,  a  little  village  lying 
on  the  edge  of  the  blue  waters,  under  the  shadow 
of  many  palms ;  then,  steadily  progressing,  past  new 
vistas  and  gorges,  new  valleys  and  mountains,  we 
arrived  at  our  next  halting-place,  the  considerable  town 
of  St.  George,  Grenada.  In  part,  it  lies  along  the  sea- 
front,  and  extends  upwards,  capped  by  a  tower  and 
two  white  spires.  But  at  least  half  the  place  is  hidden 
from  the  water  and  approached  through  a  little  land- 
locked bay  of  great  beauty.  Here  the  quay-side  is 
lined  with  boats,  and  the  harbour  skirted  by  splendid 
palms — a  snug,   very  picturesque  anchorage,   nestling 
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under  the  mountains.  Although  the  Rhine  had  to 
remain  outside,  not  a  few  of  us  chartered  boats, 
entered  the  bay,  and  went  ashore,  there  to  occupy 
the  scanty  hour  or  so  at  our  command. 

On  the  bare  heights  of  Richmond  Hill,  overlooking 
St.  George,  stand  twin  black  and  white  buildings, 
whose  uses  are  as  ugly  as  their  outward  shapes.  One 
is  a  gaol,  the  other  a  lunatic  asylum  ;  and  to  me  they 
dominated  the  beauty  of  that  fine  landscape  in  ex- 
tremely painful  fashion.  From  every  point  those  two 
low,  grim  erections,  and  their  associations,  stared  you  in 
the  face.  Sometimes  I  missed  the  gaol  from  the  sweep 
of  scenery,  and  was  just  getting  pleased  about  it,  when 
the  lunatic  asylum  popped  up ;  then,  as  from  a  lofty 
point  I  lost  sight  of  the  asylum  and  sighed  with 
relief,  so  surely  did  the  squat,  hideous  prison  appear, 
grinning  out  at  me  from  under  its  iron-fringed  brows. 
You  will  often  find  that  human  buildings  have  some 
characteristics  of  their  uses  thus  stamped  upon  them. 
I  know  asylums  for  the  insane  which  themselves  bear 
a  most  imbecile  expression  ;  workhouses  always  look 
like  brick-and-stone  paupers  ;  banks  frequently  suggest 
pomposity  and  fat  pockets  ;  and  so  on. 

Whilst  concerned  with  lunatic  asylums,  it  should  be 
mentioned  as  a  suggestive  fact  that  each  and  all  of  the 
West  Indian  Islands  are  thus  provided.  Much  lunacy 
obtains  among  the  negroes,  as  from  their  excitable 
nature  might  be  expected.  Religious  mania  appears 
to  be  the  most  common  form  of  insanity — a  very  re- 
markable state  of  things.  The  blacks  are  undoubtedly 
intemperate  in  matters  of  religion.  A  man  or  woman, 
once   properly  impressed  with   the  value  and  glorious 
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uses  of  it,  will  go  too  far,  and  quickly  develop  morbid, 
hysterical  conditions  that,  beginning  with  rhapsodies 
of  adoration  and  devotion,  frequently  terminate  in  brain 
disaster.  An  organisation  like  the  Salvation  Army, 
with  its  external  theatricals,  and  emotional,  sensational 
methods  of  getting  into  the  hearts  of  the  baser  sort, 
might  quickly  attract  poor  Quashie,  and  soon  send  him 
capering  round  with  tambourine  and  red  jerse3\  But 
not  long  afterwards  the  convert  would  have  to  go 
dancing  into  a  lunatic  asylum — probably  under  the 
mistaken  impression  that  he  was  General  Booth,  if 
not  a  greater. 

Racing  ashore  at  Grenada,  we  beheld  some  negroes 
really  work  hard.  The  Treasure  and  I  were  in  one 
boat,  the  Doctor  and  the  Death's  Head  in  another. 
We  promised  our  men  untold  largess  if  they  would 
land  us  first ;  and  similar  inducements  to  exertion 
were  offered  the  other  crew.  They  all  bawled  and 
shouted  directions  to  each  other,  and  caught  crabs, 
and  splashed  and  swore  and  told  us  how  to  steer,  and 
toiled  to  reach  the  landing-stage,  and  screamed  with 
excitement  when  first  one  boat  got  her  head  in  front, 
then  the  other. 

Before  entering  the  bay  it  was  necessary  to  turn 
a  corner,  under  ragged  escarpments  of  rock  running 
to  the  water,  clothed  in  thorny  undergrowth — with 
euphorbia  and  other  prickly  concerns  shooting  up 
through  it.  Round  this  point  the  wily  Doctor,  by 
cunning  manipulation  of  the  helm,  contrived  to  get 
inside  us  and  make  up  some  lost  ground.  All  too 
late  the  Treasure  saw  what  was  going  on,  steered 
desperately,  and  implored  our  crew  to  make  an  effort. 
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This  they  did,  and  it  resulted  in  the  breaking  of  an 
oar.  Then  we  got  right  into  the  swell  of  waves 
tumbling  on  shore,  and  bumped  against  a  rock,  and 
yelled  in  chorus,  and  suggested  plans,  and  watched 
our  conquerors  glide  round  the  corner  roaring  with 
triumphant  laughter.  Even  at  that  supreme  moment 
I  could  see  the  Death's  Head  just  snatching  a  wink 
of  sleep  to  brace  himself  up  for  the  labour  of  exploring 
Grenada.  By  the  time  we  got  into  smooth  water 
again,  and  baled  the  boat  and  made  ourselves  ship- 
shape, the  other  party  had  landed ;  and  their  winning 
crew  were  already  spreading  a  garbled  report  of  the 
race,  with  all  true  facts  suppressed. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

The  History  of  Grenada — Alas  !  poor  Caribs — A  Busy  Market- 
place— The  Fruit  Garden — A  Black  Family  Party — The 
Doctor  prescribes — Grand  fitang — An  Ethiopian  Goddess — 
West  Indian  Homes ;  their  Dangers — Coolie  Travellers — 
The  Death's  Head's  Theory  of  Sleep. 

THE  history  of  Grenada  is  perhaps  more  varied 
and  interesting  than  that  of  any  other  island  in 
the  Windward  Group.  Columbus  discovered  it  during 
his  third  voyage  in  1498,  and  he  named  it  Ascension. 
Here,  as  at  St.  Vincent,  dwelt  the  Caribs,  and  for  more 
than  a  hundred  years  they  remained  unmolested  in 
their  homes.  In  1638,  however,  a  French  force  made 
an  incursion,  but  was  repulsed  successfully  by  the 
aboriginals.  Ten  or  twelve  years  later  the  French 
attacked  Grenada  again ;  and  this  time,  modifying 
their  manoeuvres  and  employing  guile,  met  with  better 
fortune.  They  approached  beneath  a  veil  of  feigned 
friendship ;  and  the  childlike  Caribs,  impressed  with 
the  wonderful  possessions  of  this  strange  people, 
astounded  at  their  apparent  opulence  in  the  matter 
of  beads  and  knives,  made  a  bargain,  which  doubtless 
did  not  appear  so  one-sided  to  them  at  the  time  as  it 
does  to  us  to-day.  For  a  consignment  of  trinkets, 
gewgaws,    and   iron    implements    they    bartered    their 
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allegiance  ;  and  the  King  of  the  Caribs  abdicated  like 
a  lamb  in  consideration  of  a  bottle  or  two  of  brandy. 
Thus  has  Civilisation  not  seldom  crept  into  a  new 
country,  with  a  lie  on  her  lips,  a  sugar-plum  in  her 
hand,  a  scourge  hidden  within  the  folds  of  her  garment. 
The  Caribs  speedily  discovered  their  error,  and  turned 
upon  the  oppressor ;  but  it  was  too  late.  Superior 
intelligence  had  obtained  firm  vantage  of  ground  ; 
and  Nature  wept  to  see  her  simple  children  cut  down 
and  destroyed,  hurled  from  their  fair  home,  improved 
off  the  face  of  the  land.  But  they  sold  their 
lives  dearly,  and  shed  their  savage  blood  to  the  last 
drop.  Inch  by  inch  they  were  driven  to  death,  until 
only  a  handful  of  them  all  remained.  These,  at  the 
end  of  their  hopeless,  losing  battle.  Fate  at  length 
placed  on  a  craggy  cliff  above  the  sea ;  upon  which  rock 
was  written  the  last  sad  chapter  of  their  annals.  They 
would  not  yield,  the  enemy  hemmed  them  in,  one  only 
peak  of  their  loved  island  was  left  to  them,  and  beneath 
the  great  sea  stretched  out  her  arms  to  them  olTering 
peace.  She  was  kinder  than  the  French.  One  by  one 
the  members  of  that  forlorn  little  band  took  their 
terrible  leap  ;  each,  to  the  last,  plunged  for  freedom ; 
each,  to  the  last,  threw  '  his  steep  flight  in  many  an 
airy  wheel '  down  through  sunshine  to  eternal  darkness  ; 
and  hamlet  and  valley  and  the  echoes  of  the  mountains 
knew  them  no  more.  But  they  have  left  their  record ; 
they  can  never  be  quite  lost  to  man's  memory ;  for  the 
precipice  and  crag  that  saw  them  die  are  called  Le 
Morne  de  Sauteurs  to  this  day. 

Then  time  flew  fast  with  Grenada,  and  other  nations 
interfered  with  the  interferers.     Fortresses  blotted  the 
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hills,  battles  raged,  and,  of  course,  our  dear  country 
cropped  up  in  the  thick  of  them,  getting  what  she 
wanted,  according  to  her  playful  custom.  Grenada 
is  practically  English  territory  in  1762,  and  a  year 
later  we  find  her  formally  ceded  to  Britain,  under  the 
Treaty  of  Paris.  Soon  afterwards,  however,  the  island 
was  reduced  'by  one  d'Estaing,  at  a  time  when  we  had 
our  hands  pretty  full  with  France,  Spain,  and  America. 
Chaos  reigned  again,  and  not  until  after  several  further 
changes  did  Grenada  finally  become  British  property. 
In  1770  a  great  and  frightful  plague  of  ants  devastated 
the  place  to  the  core.  Man  proved  quite  incapable  of 
making  headway  against  them,  and  at  one  time  there 
appeared  reason  to  fear  that  the  island  would  become 
as  uninhabitable  as  any  other  ants'  nest.  But  Heaven 
sent  a  hurricane  of  terrific  vigour  and  scope.  This, 
though  destroying  with  blast  of  tempest  all  that  the 
ants  had  left,  yet  carried  death  to  the  entire  formic 
population  at  the  same  time.  When  Grenada,  there- 
fore, began  to  lift  up  her  head  once  more  and  repair 
damage  and  hide  ruin,  it  was  found,  much  to  the 
surprise  and  gratification  of  everybody,  that  this  par- 
ticular tornado,  one  too  many  for  most  things,  had 
proved  one  too  many  for  the  myriad  ants  also. 
Grenada  is  not  a  very  great  sugar-producing  island  ; 
but  much  cocoa  is  grown,  and  spices,  as  aforesaid,  are 
an  important  culture. 

After  landing  we  first  visited  the  Market-place,  a 
large  open  space  near  the  quay,  where  a  great  hurry 
and  clatter  of  brisk  business  was  proceeding  under  the 
blue  sky  and  blazing  sunshine.  Negroes  require  much 
conversation  to  complete  a  bargain  ;  and  such  was  the 
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bustle,  noise,  and  uproar  here  that  I  suspected  the 
entire  wealth  of  Grenada  must  be  changing  hands. 
But  the  Treasure,  better  informed,  assured  me  that 
there  was  no  wealth  to  change  hands  amongst  these 
good  people.     He  said  : 

"You  could  buy  up  this  pandemonium  of  a  market 
with  every  stall  in  it  for  thirty  shillings  or  less." 

Which  was  nearer  the  truth  than  one  might  suppose 
while  gazing  upon  the  scene.  The  stalls  generally 
consisted  of  a  barrel  upturned  and  spread  v/ith  a  board 
or  two.  Upon  these  rested  fruit,  sweet  potatoes, 
charcoal  (used  for  the  negroes'  little  iron  cooking-pots), 
sugar-cane,  and  other  valueless  affairs.  Many  of  the 
merchants  could  not  command  a  barrel :  these  spread 
their  wares  upon  the  ground  and  squatted  down  beside 
them.  The  sellers  were  for  the  most  part  women,  clad 
in  customary  snowy  cotton  frocks  and  bright  turbans. 
The  Treasure  and  I  were  invited  to  trade  on  every 
side,  but  saw  nothing  particularly  attractive,  nothing 
certainly  that  prompted  to  outlay.  We  viewed  public 
buildings,  stores,  the  post-office,  and  sundry  places 
of  worship,  and  then  my  companion  had  occasion  to 
visit  fruit-gardens  on  business ;  which  mission  affords 
me  an  opportunity  to  describe  typical  and  interesting 
regions. 

The  entrance  to  the  gardens  lay  through  a  grove  of 
cocoa-nut  palms,  grey  in  trunk  and  delicately  curved, 
with  branching  fronds,  green  above,  golden  brown 
below ;  full  also  of  fruit  in  all  stages  of  youth  and 
maturity.  Upon  some  trees  the  nuts  were  clustering 
ripe,  wrapped  in  their  husk  cases ;  on  others  they 
still  remained  green ;  while  many  bore  long  sprigs  of 
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infant  nuts,  much  resembling  giant  acorns,  and  beauti- 
ful in  colour.  Beneath  the  palms  were  scattered  a 
confusion  of  dead  leaves  and  nuts  fallen  untimely,  with 
mealy-husks,  and  piles  of  forage  and  litter.  Here  in 
harmony  dwelt  domestic  beasts :  a  Barbados  cow,  an 
English  ram,  a  grey  native  ass,  and  many  dogs.  After 
passing  further  fine  patches  of  the  eternal  plantain, 
bending  beneath  heads  of  fruit  ripe  for  the  knife,  we 
chanced  upon  a  little  marmoset  ape,  chained  to  an 
orange  tree.  Then  we  viewed  shaddock  trees,  their 
sprays  bending  beneath  the  weight  of  green  and  golden 
globes ;  orange  trees  also,  with  mandarins,  limes,  citrons, 
guavas,  and  prickly  pears.  Under  the  foliage  of  them 
the  ground  was  a  tangle  of  dead  leaves  and  rubbish — dry, 
hot,  riddled  with  the  holes  of  land-crabs.  These  eat  of 
the  fallen  fruits,  and  are  themselves  eaten  and  accounted 
delicacies.  They  are  brown  mottled  with  darker 
brown,  agile,  long  in  the  leg,  and  unbeautiful.  About 
us  towered  lofty  mango  trees,  innocent  of  mangoes,  but 
rich  in  greenish  masses  of  small  blossom.  These  were 
loved  by  minute  humming-birds  that  darted  hither  and 
thither,  black  in  the  shadows,  brilliant  against  the 
sunshine.  Next  a  promising  nursery  of  stripling 
cocoa-nuts  attracted  us.  Each  was  bursting  from  its 
open  shell  with  a  sprightly  green  wand  breaking  to 
leaf,  and  all  were  in  the  immediate  care  of  a  small 
tortoise,  which  kept  off  insects  and  looked  after  them 
generally.  When  this  excellent  tame  tortoise  was  done 
with  we  worked  our  way  into  an  element  of  black 
babies  and  more  dogs.  The  owner  of  the  garden 
appeared  to  be  a  family  man  ;  and  having  admired  the 
greater  part  of  his  estate,  having  expressed  unbounded 
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gratification  and  delight  at  all  he  showed  me,  1  could 
not,  of  course,  draw  the  line  at  his  own  offspring. 

"  Dat  my  youngest  daughter,"  he  remarked,  pointing 
out  a  babe  of  tender  years  and  ebon  blackness,  who 
was  sunning  herself  amongst  lizards  and  such  things, 
and  wearing  the  same  clothes  as  they. 

I  said  : 

"And  a  very  nice  daughter  too.  You're  a  lucky 
man,  John." 

"  Dat  my  youngest  son  ober  dar,"  he  continued  ;  this 
time  referring  me  to  a  still  smaller  and,  if  possible, 
blacker  fragment  of  humanity  grubbing  up  refreshment 
off  a  rubbish  heap. 

"A  fine  boy,  a  remarkably  fine  boy,"  I  told  the 
father.  And  then  he  grew  excited  at  so  much  unusual 
praise,  and  went  into  his  house  and  brought  out  his 
wife  and  his  other  sons  and  daughters  and  an  aunt, 
and  arranged  everybody  so  that  I  might  criticise  and 
admire.  I  scattered  adulation  with  no  niggard  hand, 
and  even  found  good  points  in  the  aunt,  which  the  hea 
of  the  family  himself  had  overlooked.  We  were  all 
pleased  excepting  the  Treasure,  who  said,  in  what  he 
regarded  as  an  undertone  : 

"You'll  precious  soon  get  sick  of  gushing  to  niggers." 

After  having  quite  exhausted  my  vocabulary  of 
eulogistic  adjectives,  I  suggested  seeing  some  more 
garden ;  so  we  started  off  again  and  studied  vegetables. 
Of  these  the  man  had  sweet  potatoes,  cucumbers,  and 
christophines — this  last  somewhat  Hke  our  vegetable- 
marrows.  The  ochra  was  another  local  product  which 
attracts  some  people.  The  seed  of  it  is  extremely 
mucilaginous,  and  should  be  a  great  success  as  gum, 

; 
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but  seems  out  of  place  in  one's  food.     Next  our  guide 
showed  us  a  fat  chicken  turtle  in  a  tub  ;  this  he  gloated 
over  for  some  time,  and  then  took  us  into  the  flower- 
garden.     Here  grew  mignonette  trees  and  more  English 
roses,  white  and  red.     Brilliant   crotons,   the  adjunct 
of  all  West  Indian  flower-beds,  brightened  the  place ; 
begonias  flourished,  with  many  other  brilliant  blossoms 
whose  names  I  knew  not ;  and  the  man  was  fortunate 
enough  to  possess  no  less  than  three  sorts  of  jasmine — 
the  scentless  Arabian,  the  Cape  jasmine,  and  the  double 
Cape,    the    perfume   from    which    was  overpoweringly 
sweet.     Beneath  a  tiny  fountain,  that  tinkled   up  into 
the  hot  air,   grew  water-lihes,  while  the  margin  of  it 
was  fringed  with  trailing  ferns   and  angelica.      That 
ended  the  exhibition,  because,  as  the  owner  of  every- 
thing explained,  the  weather  kept  cold  and  wintry,  and 
all  his  choicer  concerns  sulked  in  the  bud,  refusing  to 
make  an  effort  until  the  thermometer  should  get  up  to 
a  hundred  and  fifty,  or  some  such  reasonable  temper- 
ature as  that.     The  Treasure  then  ordered  green  stores 
for  the  ship  ;  we  thanked  our  guide  very  heartily  for 
his  kindness,  and  proceeded  on  our  way. 

Just  outside  this  estate,  my  brother,  the  Doctor,  met 
us.  He,  too,  had  been  having  a  pleasant  and  entertain- 
ing time,  among  some  endemic  diseases  that  were  new 
to  him.  He  had  found  a  little  hospital  inland,  and  a 
physician  and  wards  and  patients  and  everything 
complete.  The  head  of  this  place  had  asked  my 
brother  to  look  round  and  see  if  any  ideas  occurred 
to  his  mind.  And  the  Doctor  had  done  so  ;  and  dozens 
of  ideas  had  occurred  to  his  mind,  and  he  had  prescribed 
with  easy  confidence  and  iron  nerve  for  these  Grenadian 
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maladies  that  were  so  new  to  him.  The  local  healer 
is  rather  out  of  sorts  himself,  and  my  brother  has  pre- 
scribed for  him  too.  I  shall,  in  fact,  be  slightly  nervous 
to  learn  how  things  are  doing  here  on  our  way  back. 

The  finest  natural  feature  in  Grenada  is  an  inland 
lake  of  trifling  dimensions  but  vast  depth.  Upon  the 
scanty  shores  of  the  Grand  Etang  Nature  lavishes  her 
arts.  It  is  a  gem  set  in  rarest  filigree  of  gold  and 
silver  foliage,  seen  through  interlacing  curtains  of 
branching  bough,  waving  leaf,  and  feathered  palm ; 
hidden  away  in  silent  peace  amongst  volcanic  crags 
and  verdure-clad  mountains  ;  sacred  to  an  Ethiopian 
Deity — the  Mother  of  the  Rain.  She  is  a  syren 
goddess,  and  dwells  beneath  these  waters.  The  trem- 
bling disciple  of  Obi  knows  her  ;  she  may  indeed  be 
seen  when  night  hides  the  surrounding  wilderness  and 
a  full  moon  shines  down  upon  the  lake.  At  such  a 
time,  did  faith  and  courage  permit,  eye  of  man  might 
behold  those  waters  ripple  into  mystic  action,  and  note 
the  fair  form  of  the  goddess  rising  amidst  her  mer- 
maidens  ;  at  such  a  time  human  ear  might  thrill  with 
unearthly  melody,  with  voices,  softer  than  lute  music, 
singing  the  secret  of  the  rain.  But,  alas  !  faith  and 
courage  do  not  always  walk  hand  in  hand.  The  negro 
has  faith  enough,  but  he  would  rather  die  than  dare  a 
midnight  vigil  by  the  Grand  Etang.  I  have  courage  ; 
though  did  I  hide  me  under  a  tropic  moon  by  the  brink 
of  those  enchanted  waves,  I  should  only  see  the  wonder 
of  night  in  a  sweet  desert  place ;  I  should  only  gaze 
upon  Nature,  the  mother  of  all  things,  not  upon  the 
syren  parent  of  rain.  And  perhaps  Nature  is  even 
fairer  than  this  phantom  goddess  of  a  phantom  creed. 
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Nature  would  shower  her  moonbeams,  like  silver  rain, 
through  the  silent  forest ;  she  would  fringe  the  rustling 
palmetto  with  light  and  the  palmesa  with  brilliance  ; 
she  would  trail  gauzy  folds  from  her  garment  of  mist 
over  the  hills  and  the  waters  ;  with  dancing  diamonds 
of  firefly  would  she  sprinkle  the  great  nocturnal  gloom  ; 
and  break  the  wide-spreading  silence  with  musical 
batrachian  *  notes,  as  of  hammers  beating  on  distant 
anvils. 

Many  West  Indian  homes  of  Grenada  are  scattered 
under  the  shadows  of  the  mountains,  and  lie,  gleaming 
white  in  roof  and  wall,  framed  in  brilliant  flowers, 
girdled  with  mango,  plantain,  and  palm.  The  interiors 
of  these  houses  are  generally  painted  with  delicate 
shades  of  green  or  grey,  and  the  construction  of  them 
is  based  on  most  approved  methods  of  universal 
ventilation.  In  many  cases  the  inner  walls  do  not  rise 
to  the  ceilings,  but  break  off,  thus  affording  free  passage 
for  circulation  of  air.  In  such  apartments  a  man  needs 
to  be  careful  of  his  words,  for  the  outspoken  speech  and 
rapid  criticism  will,  likely  enough,  be  heard  all  over  the 
house — a  circumstance  which  might  breed  discomfort. 
Life  amid  these  architectural  details  would  do  some 
people  enormous  good,  would  tend  to  produce  systems 
of  self-contained  speech,  and  might  even  make  the  most 
hardened,  irresponsible  prattlers  (after  a  catastrophe  or 
two)  pause  before  utterance. 

Having  spent  two  hours  in  Grenada,  we  returned  to 

the  Rhine.     Time  flies  fast  amid  new  sights  or  pleasant 

experiences,    and    twilight    was    upon   us   before    we 

realised  the  hour.     In  darkness  we  sailed  away,  leaving 

*  The  Blacksmith  frog  of  Grenada — a  rare  ranine  species. 


'Deckers:  ioi 

St.  George  a  twinkling  colony  of  lights,  that  sparkled 
over  the  sea,  and  filled  the  water  with  snakes  and 
splashes  of  fire  ;  while  above,  dimming  lesser  illumina- 
tions, shone  out  the  blazing  beams  of  a  lighthouse. 

We  have  picked  up  a  considerable  number  of  deck 
passengers  here,  including  a  coolie  family.  These 
folks  are  very  superior  to  their  negro  brethren.  They 
look  ahead,  are  thrifty,  and  save  money.  They  will 
sign  definite  contracts  for  lengthened  periods  of  time, 
and  during  these  terms  will  work  hard,  live  on  a  straw 
a  day,  as  the  saying  is,  and  put  themselves  in  such  a 
worldly  position  that,  when  their  years  of  toil  are 
ended,  they  can  return  to  their  own  country,  among  the 
Bombay  Ghats,  and  spend  the  autumn  and  winter  of 
life  in  repose  and  comfort.  There  is  much  imported 
coolie  labour  at  Trinidad,  our  next  halting-place ;  and 
I  learn  that,  as  a  rule,  these  aboriginal  Hindus  are  a 
great  success. 

The  luggage  of  our  black  '  deckers '  continues  to 
delight  me.  There  is  generally  very  little,  but  that 
little  quaint.  One  man  came  aboard  with  nothing  but 
an  umbrella  most  carefull}'  packed  up  in  brown  paper 
and  string ;  another  brought  a  change  of  straw  hats, 
but  none  of  anything  else.  A  young  woman  arrived 
with  a  muscovy  duck  under  one  arm,  the  bawling 
nucleus  of  a  family  under  the  other.  Her  husband 
followed  with  a  bunch  of  bananas  and  a  basin.  That 
was  all  they  had  in  the  world. 

After  dinner,  on  the  night  of  leaving  Grenada,  I  was 
fortunate  enough  to  catch  the  Death's  Head  wide 
awake  in  a  corner  of  the  smoking-room.  Then  I 
extracted  from  him   some  long-sought  information.     I 
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wanted  to  have  his  theory  about  sleep,  because  upon 
that  subject  the  man  was  an  expert.     He  said  : 

"  Sleep  ?  Well,  in  the  first  place,  nobody  sleeps 
nearly  enough.  We  live  a  thousand  times  faster  than 
our  forefathers,  and  therefore  require  a  thousand  times 
more  rest  than  they  did.  The  bigger  a  man's  brain, 
the  greater  should  be  his  quantity  of  sleep ;  because  the 
wear  is  always  in  proportion  to  extent  of  brain  tissue. 
Now  I  arrange  my  sleep  like  this  when  on  board  ship. 
We  breakfast,  as  you  know,  at  nine,  and  most  of  us 
partake  of  coffee  and  a  hard  biscuit  in  our  cabins 
an  hour  or  so  earlier.  I  consider  the  repose  that 
follows  my  coffee  to  be  most  important.  Always  sleep 
from  7.45  to  8.30.  It  gives  tone  to  the  entire  day. 
After  breakfast  absolute  sleep  is  not  necessary ; 
but  one  should  doze  a  couple  of  hours  to  afford  the 
digestive  processes  their  opportunity.  Then  you  find 
yourself  wide  awake  and  fresh  as  a  lark  for  luncheon. 
There  are  different  notions  as  to  how  much  rest  and 
sleep  a  man  should  take  in  the  afternoon  ;  but  for  my 
part,  in  these  tropical  latitudes,  I  think  from  two  to 
three  hours'  good  solid  repose  ought  to  be  indulged  in. 
Then  a  cup  of  tea  and  forty  winks  before  dinner.  No 
man,  not  being  a  fool,  sits  up  late  at  night.  It  is 
madness  to  do  so.  Without  due  proportion  of  slumber 
the  mental  apparatus  degenerates.  People  should  fight 
against  this  desire  to  be  always  awake.  I  retire  at  ten 
nominally ;  as  a  fact,  however,  I  am  generally  in  bed 
by  half-past  nine.  These  are  my  nautical  hours.  On 
shore  I  find  I  want  rather  more  sleep,  because  the  air 
is  not  so  pure.  During  the  winter  months  a  man 
cannot  sleep  too  much :  it  is  impossible." 
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I  said  :  "  I  wonder  you  ever  bother  about  getting 
up?" 

He  answered  : 

"  Very  often  I  don't — at  home.  Here,  on  board 
a  pubHc  ship,  we  must  do  as  other  men.  The  main 
advantage  of  this  system  of  mine  is  the  prodigious 
length  of  hfe  one  secures  by  it :  I  have  no  hesitation 
in  saying  that,  unless  Providence  goes  out  of  the  way 
to  destroy  me  by  pestilence  or  accident,  I  shall  live 
very  likely  a  hundred  years." 

Then  he  went  to  bed. 

Really  this  man  cannot  be  congratulated  on  his 
hibernating  rule  of  life.  Why,  if  the  Death's  Head 
lives  a  thousand  years  instead  of  his  hoped-for 
hundred,  what  good  will  he  have  done  the  world  or 
himself?  Should  one  meet  him  in  the  Great  Here- 
after, he  would  probably  say  : 

"  Oh,  my  dear  fellow,  such  a  dreadfully  busy 
country — no  peace,  no  quiet,  no  sleep — not  a  wink  ; 
always  got  to  be  up  and  doing.  It's  simply  wearing 
me  out,  it  is  indeed.  Not  a  bed  in  the  place;  and  they 
don't  like  it  if  you  sit  down  to  rest  even." 
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IN  the  early  dawn  of  the  following  day  we  entered 
the  Gulf  of  Paria,  through  one  of  the  Dragon's 
mouths  or  estuaries  which  separate  it  from  the 
Caribbean  Sea.  The  mainland  of  Venezuela  forms 
two  sides  of  this  Gulf;  Trinidad,  the  other  sides  ;  and 
planted  in  the  Dragon's  mouths  are  naturally  to  be 
found  his  teeth — little  mountainous  islands  of  varying 
size. 

In  the  first  glory  of  day  our  steamship  reached 
Port  of  Spain,  Trinidad.  The  town  lay  Hke  a  golden 
city  in  a  golden  haze,  and  bright,  misty  exhalations  of 
the  morning  wreathed  the  hills  with  light  and  stretched 
transparent  fingers  far  over  the  sea.  The  sunshine 
seemed  to  glow  through  the  shore  ;  it  brightened  un- 
sightly vessels  and  the  muddy,  shallow  bay ;  it  bathed 
hills  and  houses,  trees  and  ships,  in  ambient  yellow 
light ;  it  dazzled  and  blinded,  even  at  this  early  hour, 
and  promised  a  day  of  exceptionally  tropic  description. 

Port  of  Spain  is  a  considerable  town  lying  extended 
104 
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along  the  sea-front  and  stretching  far  inland.  We 
presently  went  ashore  in  the  Royal  Mail  Company's 
steam  launch,  and,  while  doing  so,  passed  not  a  few 
interesting  vessels  on  our  way.  There  were  several 
large,  four-masted,  American  schooners — a  peculiar  rig 
which  can  be  cheaply  managed  with  a  very  small  crew. 
We  observed  also  an  ancient  and  superannuated  P.  and 
O.  ship,  of  venerable  aspect,  her  hull  being  about  all 
that  remained  of  her.  She  was  the  old  Ripon,  and  in 
her  young  days  carried  our  troops  to  death  and  glory 
in  the  Crimea. 

We  further  noted  a  strange,  flat-bottomed  steamer, 
of  American  pattern,  called  the  Bolivar.  She  runs 
from   that    town,    on  the    river  Orinoco,   to   Trinidad. 

Port  of  Spain,  though,  on  this  first  visit  of  mine,  in 
a  terribly  hot  and  dusty  condition,  is  by  no  means 
so  trying  as  Bridgetown,  Barbados.  The  streets  are 
broad,  and  some  of  them  handsome  ;  there  are  water- 
courses trickling  down  either  side  of  them,  while  from 
above,  lofty  trees  sometimes  throw  grateful  shade. 
Fine  open  spaces,  also  under  foliage,  and  carpeted  with 
soft  grass,  occur  from  place  to  place  ;  and  here  collect 
all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men.  South  Americans  of 
low  class,  a  few  Chinese,  negroes,  coolies,  Europeans, 
and  the  eternal  Quashie  everywhere — reckless,  jovial, 
good-for-very-little.  There  were  men  selling  macaws, 
Indians  conducting  hair-cutting  operations,  and  all  the 
usual  itinerant  merchants,  male  and  female,  selling 
fruit,  cakes,  fish,  and  so  forth. 

A  noisy  bellman  was  attracting  some  attention. 
He  carried  the  news  on  a  board  hung  about  his  neck. 
When  they  heard  his  bell,  the  people  gathered  together 
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before  him  and  studied  the  latest  intclHgence;  occa- 
sionally one,  better  instructed  than  the  rest,  read  aloud 
from  the  board.  There  are  extensive  and  handsome 
Stores  facing  the  roadways.  These  generally  have 
names,  such  as  '  The  Bonanza,'  '  La  Favorita,'  and  so 
on.  Angostura  Bitters  is  perhaps  the  most  interesting 
thing  you  can  buy  in  Port  of  Spain. 

The  John  Crow — a  vulturine  bird,  slightly  smaller 
than  a  turkey,  black  in  colour,  with  a  wrinkled,  naked 
neck,  bald  head,  and  wicked  eyes  of  marvellous  sharp- 
ness— is  a  feature  of  Trinidad.  These  John  Crows 
are  the  unclean  gods  of  cleanliness,  the  right  hand  of 
the  sanitary  inspector,  the  joy  of  the  public  scavenger. 
The  birds  swarm  everywhere ;  they  sit  in  rows  on 
the  housetops,  perch  on  the  palms,  strut  in  conscious 
safety  through  the  streets,  have  carrion  luncheon- 
parties  in  the  gutters,  peep  into  the  houses,  and  soar 
at  times,  vulture-like,  to  enormous  heights  above  the 
town.  If  one  looks  upwards,  he  is  sure  to  see  many 
of  them  wheeling  and  circling  in  the  blue  air — some 
at  hand,  some  high  above,  some  faintest  specks  in  the 
sky ;  while  doubtless  others  are  altogether  beyond  our 
ken,  though  we  are  not  invisible  to  their  wonderful 
eyes.  To  injure  or  interfere  with  a  Trinidad  John 
Crow  is  criminal.  They  come  next  to  the  English 
in  importance. 

Trinidad  was,  of  course,  discovered  by  Columbus. 
He  found  a  peaceful,  pale-coloured  population  of 
savages  already  there  ;  and  doubtless  they  must  have 
hit  on  the  place  slightly  before  he  did,  but  they  do  not 
count.  The  year  of  Christopher's  arrival  was  1496  ; 
the  day,    Trinity  Sunday  :    hence  this  fertile  island's 
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name.  The  first  hundred  years  of  Trinidadian  history 
lie  buried  in  the  musty  chronicles  of  Dominican  monks ; 
where  they  may  be  found  by  anybody  with  sufficient 
energy  and  leisure  to  seek  them.  In  1733,  Trinidad, 
under  Spanish  rule,  produced  a  gross  revenue  of  two 
hundred  and  thirty-one  dollars,  or  rather  less  than 
fifty  pounds  of  our  money.  This  paltry  performance 
was  not  very  greatly  improved  upon  for  several 
years;  but,  in  1781,  immigrants  were  allowed  the 
right  of  settlement  in  the  island.  Large  numbers 
took  advantage  of  this  permission  ;  trade  improved, 
and  the  outlook  grew  more  hopeful.  Then  the  Ruler 
of  the  Waves  stepped  in  and  captured  Trinidad — a 
not  very  brilliant  achievement,  seeing  that  the  troops 
ashore  and  the  crews  of  the  ships  afloat  were  all 
stricken  down  with  fevers  and  plagues.  By  the 
Treaty  of  Amiens,  signed  in  1802,  Trinidad,  as  well  as 
Ceylon,  definitely  became  English  territory — a  cir- 
cumstance which  is  said  to  have  greatly  mortified 
Bonaparte.  From  a  position  of  exceeding  opulence 
and  importance  Trinidad  now  began  to  go  steadily 
backwards;  and  in  1844,  thanks  to  the  noble  Wilber- 
force  and  emancipation,  we  find  the  island  staring 
frightened  into  the  face  of  approaching  ruin.  Coolie 
immigration,  undertaken  at  prodigious  cost,  stemmed 
the  tide  in  some  measure,  but  the  pristine  glory  of  the 
place  had  departed.  At  present  the  culture  of  tobacco 
and  cocoa  is  strongly  advocated.  Those  familiar 
with  the  subject  told  me  that,  in  the  course  of  a  few 
years,  these  crops  will  become  a  power  and  entirely 
supersede  the  cane.  There  are  splendid  possibilities 
about  this  rich  and  fertile  island.     Probably  the  more 
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respectable  people  who  go  there  to  live,  the  better  for 
Trinidad. 

At  La  Brea,  inland,  there  exists  a  remarkable 
natural  feature  in  the  shape  of  a  bitumen  or  pitch  lake. 
This  appears  inexhaustible.  The  surface  hardens,  and 
after  being  cut  away  is  regularly  renewed  from  beneath. 
Much  of  this  asphalt  is  exported,  forming  a  very 
valuable  commodity ;  much  is  also  used  in  Port  of 
Spain,  and  makes  fine  roadways.  Trinidad  is  a 
popular  resort  and  rendezvous  for  refugees  from  the 
mainland.  The  scum  of  the  Spanish-American  re- 
publics collects  here,  and  lies  low  and  plots  new 
devilries,  and  arranges  little  twopenny-halfpenny 
revolutions.  Why  does  not  one  of  the  Great  Powers 
capture  such  idiotic,  irresponsible  republics  as  Vene- 
zuela, for  instance,  or  Hayti  ?  They  would  be  doing 
the  world  generally  a  good  turn  by  suppressing  and 
quashing  and  extinguishing  the  vicious  authorities 
and  disreputable  governments  of  these  places.  Then 
the  common  people  might  be  led  into  the  right  way, 
and  taught  how  to  behave  themselves,  and  shown  that 
it  would  be  better  and  more  seemly  to  develop  the 
resources  of  their  country  and  obey  capable  rulers, 
than  conduct  themselves  as  they  are  doing,  in  wasting 
their  precious  time  and  making  a  laughing-stock  of 
themselves  for  the  nations. 

We  lunched  at  the  Club — a  fine,  airy  building  with 
handsome  apartments  and  every  invention  which  can 
conduce  to  man's  comfort  in  the  tropics.  Here  we 
were  the  guests  of  a  genial  and  hospitable  practitioner 
already  known  to  my  brother.  This  Medicine  Man 
was   very   excited   about   a   special    savoury   dish    he 
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had  ordered  to  be  prepared  for  us.  '  Pepper-pot ' 
is  a  great  institution  at  Port  of  Spain.  The  earthen- 
ware vessels  which  contain  this  luxury  are  manu- 
factured by  the  buck  Indians  of  Demerara  ;  and  into 
these  pots  are  put  every  sort  of  scraps  from  the  table, 
together  with  curry-powder  and  other  condiments  of 
red-hot  power.  This  farrago  is  kept  for  months,  and 
never  goes  bad.  The  '  pepper-pot '  was  brought  to 
table,  and  the  Medicine  Man  dipped  into  it  at  a  venture, 
saying  : 

"  Now,  boys,  let  us  see  what  you  think  of  this." 

It  was  unfortunate  that  none  of  us  were  familiar 
with  the  dish,  because  we  might  then  have  made 
allowance  for  what  happened  next ;  but  nobody  had 
ever  tasted  it  before,  and  when  the  Medicine  Man's 
first  dive  produced  a  finely  curried  cockroach,  dis- 
may and  disgust  sat  upon  the  faces  of  the  company. 
I  said  : 

"  Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  (for  all  we  know) 
remains  behind." 

It  was  perhaps  rather  a  rude  thing  for  a  guest  to  say. 
But  our  host  declared  the  cockroach  to  be  an  accident : 
he  said  that  he  had  never  known  one  to  happen  in 
'  pepper-pot '  before ;  he  began  dragging  chops  and 
fowls'  legs  and  every  kind  of  choice  morsel  out  of 
the  '  pepper-pot '  to  make  us  forget  the  first  discovery 
in  it ;  and  finally,  by  sheer  importunity,  he  forced  us 
to  partake.  Afterwards  we  were  glad,  and  all  joined 
in  praising  the  dish ;  but  my  brother  said  a  little 
cockroach  will  leaven  the  whole  lump ;  and  he  declared 
that  he  could  detect  the  subtle  juices  of  that  insect  far 
into  his  second  helping. 
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We  ate  and  drank  with  success,  and  then,  half  an 
hour  yet  remaining  before  a  vehicle  should  arrive  to 
take  us  to  the  Trinidad  Botanical  Gardens,  I  strolled 
out  to  get  my  hair  cut.  This  was  speedily  and  con- 
clusively done  by  a  negro  barber.  He  had  none  of  the 
crafty  ways  of  European  haircutters.  He  did  not 
criticise  and  find  weak  spots  and  foretell  disaster  and 
urge  me  to  buy  different  messes  of  his  own  invention 
for  the  roots  of  my  hair.  No,  all  he  knew  was  exactly 
what  constituted  a  right  West  Indian  crop ;  and,  when 
he  had  done  with  me,  I  did  too.  As  long  as  a  hair- 
cutting  man  keeps  quiet  and  busy,  I  never  bother  about 
him,  until  he  gives  me  a  glass  in  which  I  may  look  at 
the  back  of  my  head  and  see  that  all  is  well.  Presently, 
however,  feeling  my  nape  beginning  to  grow  cold,  I  put 
a  hand  round  to  see  if  the  hair  was  sleek  and  the 
operation  completed.  Then  I  found  that  all  my  hair 
had  gone.  Half  of  it  slipped  down  inside  my  shirt,  the 
other  half  littered  the  floor.  I  was  as  bald  at  the  back 
as  a  John  Crow.  I  appeared  to  be  all  neck  behind  and 
all  forehead  in  front.  Looking  in  the  glass  I  nearly 
destroyed  my  eyes  with  a  new  Gorgon.  My  appear- 
ance was  terrific,  even  to  myself  A  little  feeble  stubble 
still  flaunted  on  the  top  of  my  head,  and  nothing  more. 
I  felt  angry  for  a  moment ;  the  man  had  ruined  me ; 
even  my  Panama  hat,  which  fitted  to  perfection 
formerly,  was  now  simply  kept  up  by  my  nose. 
I  said  : 

"  What  the  dickens  have  you  done  to  me  ?  " 

He  seemed  surprised.     He  answered  : 

"  Cut  yo'  hair,  Marse  :  nuffing  else." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,  John.     I  never  looked  like 
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this  before  after  hair-cutting.  Something  has  gone 
that  I  didn't  want  to  lose :  what,  I  don't  know.  Is  it 
my  ears  ?  " 

"  No,  Marse,  yo'  ears  thar." 

I  went  out,  feehng  as  though  I  was  not  properly 
dressed.  I  almost  expected  that  the  police  would 
arrest  me  for  exposing  too  much  of  the  back  of  my 
neck ;  but  here,  where  coolie  gentlemen  lead  the 
fashions,  people  are  not  particular,  and  nothing  was 
said  until  I  returned  to  the  Club.  My  own  party, 
however,  pretended  not  to  recognise  me. 

Then  we  all  set  off  in  a  buggy  to  the  Trinidad 
Botanical  Gardens.  Four  started — the  Treasure,  the 
Model  Man,  the  Doctor,  and  myself.  These  first- 
named  individuals  suddenly  elected  to  come  at  the  last 
moment.  They  said  they  had  a  fancy  for  carriage- 
exercise  ;  and  they  hinted  that  they  knew  all  the  best 
things  at  the  Gardens,  and  could  show  me  choice 
concerns  that  strangers  invariably  missed. 

As  we  drove  through  Port  of  Spain,  the  Treasure 
made  our  charioteer's  life  a  burden  to  him.  He  stopped 
the  man  every  few  yards  to  inquire  the  names  of  trees, 
and  particulars  as  to  the  inhabitants  of  half  the  houses 
we  passed.     I  said  : 

"  I  doubt  if  we  shall  get  there  at  all  at  this  rate." 
Then  the  Treasure  chose  to  be  much  hurt,  and  ex- 
claimed : 

"Why,  confound  it  all,  I'm  doing  this  entirely  on 
your  account.  You  must  have  information.  These 
are  the  sort  of  things  you  ought  to  know  and  put  down. 
If  you  call  trees  by  their  right  names  and  mention  that 
such  a  man  lived  in  such  a  house,  and  so  on,  then 
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people  will  know  you  have  really  been  out  here  ;  but  if 
you  merely  generalise  about  foliage  and  mountains  and 
black  faces — why,  they  will  say  at  once  your  book 
was  probably  written  at  home.  You  ought  to  get 
bread-fruit  trees  and  palms  and  coolies  and  definite 
tropical  objects  of  that  kind  into  your  stuff.  Then 
readers  may  hail  the  result  gladly." 

He  was  so  busy  talking  that  he  missed  a  new  tree — 
a  Cleopatra  palm,  with  broad  graceful  leaves  springing 
upwards  from  the  stem,  and  forming  a  gigantic  flat 
fan.  When  he  saw  me  note  this  down  he  grew 
comforted. 

Presently,  as  we  passed  a  public  park,  with  facilities 
for  horse-racing,  cricket,  and  lawn-tennis,  the  Treasure 
pointed  out  some  cattle  feeding.     He  said  : 

"  Better  make  a  note  of  those  :  they're  sacred." 
"  What  to  ?  "  I  asked,  pencil  in  hand. 
"Well — I    can't    say    exactly;    but    they're    sacred 
anyhow." 

"  Who  consider  them  sacred  ?  "  inquired  the  Doctor. 
"  Why — oh,   everybody.     They  are  sacred  ;    what's 
the  good  of  arguing  about  it  ?  " 

But  we  did  argue  about  it,  and  we  proved  that  the 
Treasure  was  the  only  person  in  Trinidad  who  regarded 
these  beasts  as  anything  in  the  least  out  of  the  common. 
This  annoyed  him  a  good  deal,  and  he  vouchsafed  no 
more  information  for  a  considerable  time. 

The  Governor's  house  stands  at  the  entrance  of  the 
Botanical  Gardens.  It  is  an  imposing  residence  of 
grey  stone,  nobly  situated.  Leaving  the  buggy  we 
were  soon  in  shady  vistas  and  wonderful  glades.  Little 
bamboo  aqueducts  carried  life  to    the  right  and  left; 
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gardeners,  in  bright  turbans,  were  working  about  us  ; 
and  many  birds  and  lizards,  some  of  the  latter  as  large 
as  squirrels,  patronised  the  privacy  they  could  here 
command.  The  crickets  maintained  an  endless  chirrup  ; 
large  and  brilHant  butterflies  danced  on  every  side. 
Of  the  birds  I  may  say  they  were  more  numerous  and 
inclined  to  music  than  any  I  had  yet  heard  in  the  West 
Indies.  Prominent  amongst  them  was  the  '  Qiiest  qiCil 
dit  ?  ' — a  black-and-yellow  gentleman,  somewhat  smaller 
than  a  thrush — who  put  his  inquisitive  question  from 
branch  and  bough. 

We  pottered  on  amid  wonders  of  foliage  and  vege- 
tation ;  past  clumps  of  bamboo,  as  tall  as  EngHsh  elms  ; 
among  mountain-roses — large  dark-leaved  trees  with 
brilliant  scarlet  blossoms  ;  through  avenues  of  bay-rum 
trees,  with  lofty  white  stems  ;  under  oil  palms,  cannon- 
ball  trees,  nutmegs,  rose-apples  and  betel-nut  palms. 
These  last  are  small  in  size,  with  exquisitely  graceful 
showers  of  leaf  and  bright  yellow  fruit.  The  Treasure 
called  my  attention  to  a  strange  product  of  Nature :  a 
tree  that  conducts  itself  in  the  most  unselfish  way,  for 
the  benefit  of  the  grass  beneath.  This  plant  shuts  up 
its  leaves  at  night  so  that  the  dew  may  water  the  ground 
and  refresh  it ;  and  by  day  the  tree  extends  great 
wealth  of  leaves  to  protect  the  surrounding  herbage 
from  the  fierce  eye  of  the  sun.  One  of  our  party  said 
that  the  plant  was  called  '  Pitheocolobrium  Saman.'  It 
may  be  so. 

In  the  middle  of  the  Gardens  we  found  a  little  ceme- 
tery.    The  Model  Man  pointed  it  out,  and  said : 

"  There  lie  the  Governor's  private  secretaries.  Trini- 
dad has  the  most  unhealthy  climate  in  the  world  for 
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private  secretaries.  It  is  self-slaughter  for  such  people 
to  come  here.  I  naturally  set  down  so  curious  a  cir- 
cumstance, and  the  Treasure  sneered  and  remarked  : 

"That's  right;  believe  everything  you  hear:  all  lite- 
rary people  do  in  the  West  Indies.  They  miss  facts, 
and  collect  rubbishy  fiction  from  any  idiot  who  opens 
his  mouth  to  them." 

I  answered  : 

"  Not  so.     Remember  the  sacred  bulls." 

Then  we  arrived  at  a  bed  of  pineapples  in  flower. 
Each  plant  had  a  cone  of  little  purple  blossoms  bursting 
from  the  nucleus  of  future  fruit.  Soon  afterwards,  the 
Doctor  and  the  Model  Man  started  to  see  medicinal 
herbs ;  and  my  Treasure  led  me  away  through  an 
avenue  of  palms.     He  said  : 

"  There's  a  shittim  tree  down  here  somewhere.  You 
must  see  that ;  it's  mentioned  in  Scripture." 

The  foliage  about  us  was  covered  with  curious  nests 
of  bees  and  wasps,  and  other  insects.  Many  of  them 
looked  like  little  brown-paper  parcels  ;  and  into  those 
within  his  reach  the  Treasure  now  began  poking  his 
walking-stick. 

"  I  want  you  to  have  a  look  at  the  jolly  rum  things 
that  live  in  these  nests,"  he  told  me  ;  "  tropical  hornets 
and  all  sorts  of  brutes." 

I  was  not  wildly  anxious  to  see  tropical  hornets, 
because  my  judgment  led  me  to  fear  that  they  would  act 
pretty  much  like  the  English  variety  if  their  nests  were 
shattered  with  a  walking-stick.  But  the  Treasure  had 
set  his  heart  on  showing  me  some;  so  he  went  on 
poking  experimental  holes  in  everything  that  looked 
promising.     Then,   having    broken  into  a    nest  bigger 
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than  common,  we  were  startled  by  an  angry  hum  and 
buzz ;  and  from  the  rent  in  their  home  issued  ugly, 
black,  winged  creatures  an  inch  long,  and  very  much 
annoyed. 

"  There  you  are,  those  are  hornets !  We'd  better 
bolt  now  we've  seen  them,  before  they  see  us  ! " 

We  hurried  away  at  lightning  speed,  leaping  over  curi- 
osities of  every  kind  in  our  headlong  flight.  Presently 
the  buzzing  grew  faint,  and  we  stopped,  breathless. 

"  Stung  ?  "  asked  the  Treasure. 

"  I  think  not,"  I  said ;  and  he  was  disappointed. 

"  Then  they  weren't  hornets,"  he  declared  positively. 
"  I'm  not  stung  either.  Proper  hornets  would  never 
have  missed  us  both  like  that.     We'll  try  again." 

I  begged  him  not  to  do  so.  I  said  a  hornet  would 
be  a  mere  childish  anti-climax  after  the  black  monsters 
we  had  seen.  I  asked  him  if  he  thought  it  sane  to  go 
courting  perils  of  this  kind.  I  made  a  personal  favour 
of  it.  I  told  him  I  would  buy  him  something  really 
nice  when  we  got  back  to  town,  if  only  he  would  leave 
the  different  wonders  alone.  I  reminded  him  that  he 
was  going  to  show  me  a  shittim  tree.  Then  he 
reluctantly  desisted,  and  said  : 

"  I'm  not  so  sanguine  about  that  shittim  tree  as  I 
was.     Hope  to  goodness  it  isn't  dead." 

We  proceeded  and  observed  a  great  mondora,  with 
flowers  like  orchids  ;  also  many  true  orchids,  high  in 
the  trees  ;  and  a  nursery  of  crotons  sprouting  from 
bamboo  pots.  The  Treasure  began  to  get  really 
worried  about  his  shittim. 

"  It's  out  and  away  the  best  thing  in  these  gardens," 
he  told  me. 
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Immediately  afterwards  we  met  our  companions. 
They  were  drawn  up  before  an  enormous  ants'  nest, 
perched  in  the  fork  of  a  tall  tree.  A  dozen  little 
earthen  tunnels  ran  up  the  trunk  of  it,  and  inside  these, 
to  and  from  their  home,  the  ants  were  hastening. 

Near  a  fountain  hard  by  we  met  the  head  gardener 
in  a  bed  of  eucharis  lilies.  He  was  an  ancient,  agree- 
able negro,  but  took  rather  a  gloomy  view  of  the 
weather,  and  told  much  the  same  tale  as  our  horticul- 
tural friend  at  Grenada. 

"Massa  come  at  wrong  time  ob  de  year.  Dese 
gardens  at  dem  best  in  summer ;  dey  poor  now." 

Considering  the  arctic  weather,  I  felt  I  must  be 
satisfied  ;  but  of  course  it  was  rather  disappointing  to 
find  nothing  visible  but  stephanotis,  orchids,  spices, 
pineapples,  eucharis  lilies,  and  hardy  annuals  of  that 
sort,  when  I  had  expected  to  see  flora  which  I  might 
talk  interestingly  about  afterwards — herbs  and  flowers 
and  fruits  really  dependent  on  a  warm  climate  for  their 
existence. 

We  strolled  back  to  the  buggy  through  fresh  glades 
and  avenues  of  mighty  palms.  The  air  was  dancing 
in  the  sunshine,  the  heat  tremendous.  We  had 
gradually  become  parched,  limp,  and  depressed.  Liquid 
refreshment  seemed  to  be  indicated,  and  we  entered 
our  vehicle  with  a  view  to  returning  where  ice  and 
aerated  waters,  straws  and  limes,  and  other  such  things 
might  be  found.  The  Treasure  went  on  worrying 
and  whining  about  his  shittim  tree,  until  our  Model 
Man,  who  felt  the  weather  more  than  any  of  us,  lost 
his  temper,  and  said  : 

"  Do  drop  it.    Who  cares  whether  it's  dead  or  alive  ? 
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You    couldn't    make    more    fuss    if    you'd    lost    your 
mother." 

Then  the  Treasure  snapped  back,  and  the  Doctor  cut 
in,  and  I  made  one  or  two  unpleasant  remarks  also.  By 
the  time  we  reached  the  Club  we  were  all  in  a  perfectly 
contemptible  condition,  mentally  and  bodily.  We  just 
had  sufficient  control  left  to  pay  for  the  buggy  and  to 
get  into  the  shade  and  ask  for  something  to  drink. 
Then  we  succumbed,  and  were  silent  for  half  an  hour, 
during  which  time  nothing  was  heard  but  sighs  and 
groans,  and  the  noise  of  liquids  being  sucked  through 
straws.  At  the  end  of  that  period  my  friends  plucked 
up  spirit  and  went  off  to  play  billiards,  whilst  I  dared 
the  afternoon  sun  once  more,  that  I  might  view  public 
buildings. 

The  Protestant  Cathedral  is  a  large,  handsome  place 
of  worship,  severely  simple  in  its  architecture,  but 
possessed  of  a  magnificent  wooden  roof.  In  the  dark 
shadows  of  it  Hved  many  chatty  small  birds.  It  is 
impossible  here  to  keep  lesser  fowls  of  the  air  out  of 
big  buildings.  The  general  scheme  of  ventilation 
grants  them  easy  means  of  ingress  and  egress. 

At  the  Court  House  I  was  fortunate  to  find  a  vast 
crowd  assembled,  and  an  important  case  progressing. 
The  building  was  very  spacious,  full  of  sunshine,  and 
densely  packed  with  folks  in  holiday  raiment.  Three 
white  judges  sat  upon  the  bench,  under  a  swinging 
punka. 

Three  were  necessary  according  to  law,  for  it  was 
a  murder  trial.  The  President  wore  purple  and  grey, 
his  supporters  were  clad  in  judicial  scarlet  and  ermine. 
All  three  legal  luminaries  looked  extremely  warm.     The 
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advocates  were  different  colours;  the  jury  appeared 
to  be  about  half  black  and  half  white ;  the  prisoner — 
a  negro — stood,  deeply  interested,  between  gaunt  black 
janitors  clad  in  white.  Everybody  watched  the  pro- 
gress of  the  trial  with  most  keen  excitement.  I  should 
think  half  the  audience  was  feminine.  The  women 
blazed  with  finery ;  the  black  officials  gave  themselves 
tremendous  airs.  Comedy  and  tragedy  mingled 
strangely  in  the  scene ;  fans  in  fat  black  hands  waved 
to  the  right  and  left,  bright  handkerchiefs  mopped  hot 
heads ;  the  Court  House  was  alive  with  action  and 
movement ;  with  the  hum  of  whispered  conversation, 
the  puffing  of  fat  men,  and  the  shining  teeth  of  laughing 
women ;  with  the  shaking  of  hands,  the  nodding  of 
wise  heads ;  with  the  rustle  and  bustle  and  ceaseless 
sound  of  a  great  crowd.  Only  one  negro,  on  trial  for 
his  life,  stood  silent  and  quiet,  and  motionless  as  a  black 
marble  man. 

The  President  was  issuing  his  charge  to  the  jury 
when  I  arrived.  A  tax-collector  had  been  shot,  and 
the  prisoner  was  supposed  to  have  done  it.  I  rejoiced 
to  find  that  his  lordship  held  decidedly  broad  ideas  in 
respect  of  such  an  offence.  He  took  a  cheery,  lenient 
view  of  the  crime,  and  summed  up  distinctly  in  favour 
of  the  assassin.  He  admitted  that  to  go  shooting,  even 
tax-collectors,  in  cold  blood,  is  an  unjustifiable  branch 
of  sport ;  but  he  seemed  to  think  that  to  destroy  such 
a  man  in  a  moment  of  natural  irritation  was  more  an 
unfortunate  contretemps  than  a  capital  offence. 

When  the  jury  retired,  the  counsel  for  the  defence 
shook  hands  with  everybody  he  could  reach.  In  his 
opinion  the  case  was  won.     Even  across  the  haggard 
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face  of  the  culprit  there  gHmmered  a  ray  of  blessed 
hope.  But  the  faint  light  died  all  too  quickly,  smothered 
under  tremulous  horror  and  wild  despair.  The  jury 
took  a  very  grave  view  of  the  matter.  It  held  that 
there  was  no  shadow  of  doubt  that  the  prisoner  was 
responsible  for  the  tax-collector's  life.  His  own  exist- 
ence must  therefore  be  the  forfeit.  These  jurors 
evidently  considered  that  tax-collectors  were  entitled 
to  the  legal  protection  granted  to  other  branches  of  the 
community.  So  the  law  had  to  take  its  course,  and 
did  so. 

Negroes  rarely  rise  to  murder ;  but  the  coolies,  when 
they  break  out  into  wickedness,  generally  take  a  life, 
their  wives  as  a  rule  being  the  victims.  When  a  wife 
has  to  die,  the  husband  sharpens  his  machete  or  bill- 
hook and  cuts  her  head  off.  The  men  never  go  as  far 
as  this  excepting  under  great  provocation  ;  but  if  a 
coolie  once  makes  up  his  mind  that  his  wife  must 
have  her  head  off,  off  it  will  come.  Then  he  hides 
his  crime  in  the  cane,  and  the  John  Crows  are  the 
detectives. 

We  all  returned  to  the  Rhine  for  dinner,  and  found 
a  few  rather  interesting  new  passengers.  These  pro- 
pose proceeding  with  us  to-morrow. 

A  pleasant,  elderly  lady  has  come  aboard.  Her 
health  requires  that  she  should  lie  on  her  back  a  good 
deal ;  and  when  in  that  position,  she  generally  smokes 
green  cigars  and  talks  about  a  book  she  is  going  to  write. 
This  book  will  be  a  reliable  guide  to  the  West  Indies, 
and  in  that  respect  undoubtedly  differ  from  all  other 
works  on  the  same  subject. 

In  the  smoking-room  we  found  another  fresh  arrival. 
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He  was  an  old,  grey-haired  man  with  most  curious  views 
about  nationahty.  His  father  had  been  a  Norwegian  ; 
his  mother,  a  Spaniard  ;  he  was  born  in  the  Argentine 
Republic,  and  had  spent  five  years  of  his  early  life  in 
Scotland.  Upon  the  strength  of  this  record  he  claimed 
to  be  English.  He  said  he  was  regarded  as  an  English- 
man by  all  his  friends,  that  he  was  loyal  to  the  core, 
and  had,  in  fact,  been  thoroughly  British  in  manners, 
customs,  conversation,  and  ideas  for  fifty  years.  He 
considered  it  very  bad  taste  on  our  part  to  question  the 
fact ;  and  he  ultimately  became  extremely  angry  be- 
cause the  Doctor,  who  has  a  luminous  and  logical 
method  of  examining  intricacies  of  this  sort,  proved, 
with  iron  certainty,  that  the  man  must  be  a  Hispano- 
Norwegian  or  a  Norwego-Spaniard,  or  some  unsatis- 
factory hybrid  of  that  kind. 

To-morrow  we  go  ashore  again  to  see  a  sugar  estate, 
and  learn  how  the  jungles  of  tawny,  polished  cane  are, 
by  mystic  processes,  converted  into  mountains  of  brown 
sugar  and  lakes  of  treacle. 


CHAPTER  XL 

The  Wounded  Leg — Off"  td  the  Interior — Peckham  Rye  and  the 
Head  Guard — The  Cascaladoo — Among  the  Plantations — St. 
Joseph — A  CooHe  Village — Adventure  with  two  Asses  and 
a  Horse — Peckham  the  Peacemaker — A  Visit  to  a  Sugar 
Factory — Peckham  again  in  Jeopardy — Penelophon — The 
Man  with  Medals  on  his  Breast. 

WE  visited  our  Trinidad  friend,  the  Medicine  Man, 
at  his  consulting-room  next  morning,  before 
starting  for  the  interior.  The  negroes  worship  him  ; 
and  his  methods  with  them  are  very  original  and 
amusing.  He  prides  himself  upon  never  getting  a 
patient  whose  language  he  cannot  speak  ;  and  with  the 
coloured  people  he  falls  into  their  diction  and  modifies 
his  own  English  to  suit  them.  By  so  doing,  he  puts 
black  patients  at  their  ease  ;  they  get  to  regard  him  as 
a  man  and  a  brother,  and  explain  their  symptoms  freely. 
Here  is  a  happy  fragment  of  conversation  : 

"  Well,  John,  how  you  ?  " 

"  I'se  too  sick,  sar  ! " 

"What  wrong?" 

"Foot,  sar;  him  drop  off." 

"  No,  no ;  me  no  let  foot  drop  off,  John.  Me  see 
foot,  eh?" 

John,  with  great  business  of  sighs  and  groans, 
reveals  his  injured   member. 
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"  How  you  do  dis,  eh  ?  " 

"  Me  smash  him  wid  sugar-barrel,  sar." 

"  You  big  fool  to  do  dat,  John  ;  but  me  mend  foot — 
me  mend  him,  John  ;  me  have  him  plenty  better  by 
Carnival  time." 

Then  the  investigation  proceeds ;  and  presently, 
much  comforted  and  carefully  bandaged,  John  limps 
off,  swearing  by  all  his  gods  that  the  Medicine  Man 
must  be  the  most  talented  being  in  Trinidad ;  which  he 
very  possibly  is. 

Peckham  Rye  kindly  consented  to  accompany  us 
to  the  sugar  estate  ;  and  presently  we  met  him  at  the 
railway-station,  and  took  our  seats  in  a  little  train  just 
about  to  start.  There  were  no  smoking  carriages — 
indeed,  smoking  was  strictly  forbidden,  for  the  trains 
were  light,  inflammable  concerns,  with  v.^oodwork 
fittings  throughout,  and  jalousied  windows.  An  old 
grey-headed  negro  rang  a  bell  on  the  platform.  It 
was  his  life's  work,  and  he  rang  it  well.  Then  we 
started.  All  the  officials  were  labelled  on  this  line ; 
their  rank,  style,  and  title  in  each  case  being  printed 
upon  ribbons  and  tied  round  their  hats.  The  'head 
guard '  of  our  train  attached  more  importance  to  his 
position  in  life  than  we  were  inclined  to.  He  appeared 
a  conscientious  man  but  he  rather  exceeded  his  duties ; 
and  became  a  source  of  annoyance  to  passengers.  He 
would  not  stop  in  his  own  compartment,  like  an 
ordinary  head  guard,  but  kept  rambling  up  and  down 
outside  the  train,  harassing  people  about  tickets  and 
drawing  their  attention  to  the  scenery.  He  was  more 
a  sort  of  panoramic  guide  than  a  simple  head  guard. 
He  irritated  Peckham  Rye  a  good  deal ;  and,  at  last,  that 
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worthy  checked  him,  and  fairly  astounded  him  with  a 
few  words  of  advice.     He  said  : 

"  Run  away,  my  good  man.  We  know  all  about  the 
scenery.  Everything  is  familiar  to  us.  We  quite 
understand  where  we  are  going,  and  when  we  must  get 
out ;  and  we  have  mastered  the  tickets  too.  So  go  off  to 
your  own  little  box.    We  shall  be  angry  if  you  do  not." 

Then  the  head  guard  nearly  fell  off  the  train  from 
sheer  emotion.  But  he  climbed  away  out  of  sight, 
probably  to  relieve  his  feelings  to  an  engine-driver  or 
some  other  subordinate. 

After  a  glance  at  the  Fruit  Market  and  Ice  Factory, 
which  lay  near  the  railroad,  we  passed  out  from  Port 
of  Spain  into  the  open  country.  The  views  on  either 
hand  were  varied  and  beautiful.  Black  thunder-clouds 
hung  heavy  and  angry  over  the  mountains  ;  but  sea- 
wards, where  creeks  ran  in  from  the  bay  and  where 
the  Trinidad  fishermen  had  their  quarters  and  dried 
their  nets,  the  sun  was  shining  brilliantly. 

Talking  of  the  fishermen  reminds  me  of  a  small 
brown  fish  which  is  caught  in  Trinidad  waters,  and 
has  an  extraordinary,  almost  uncanny  reputation.  The 
cascaladoo — such  is  its  name — possesses  a  flavour  of 
the  most  subtle,  entrancing,  and  captivating  description. 
So  much  so,  indeed,  that  it  is  said  if  a  man  eat  of  it,  he 
shall  never  again  leave  Trinidad.  None,  having  once 
partaken,  are  able  to  tear  themselves  away  from  the  fish. 
All  the  helpless  victim  can  do  is  to  succumb,  and  live 
and  eat  and  die  within  reach  of  it.  Big  fish  dinners 
of  cascaladoo  should  be  arranged  for  immigrants. 
Then  the  Government  would  make  sure  of  them. 

Our  noisy  little  train  ran   over  not  a  few   bridges. 
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These  spanned  dried-up  watercourses,  where,  in  times 
of  rain,  tremendous  torrents  dashed  roaring  down  from 
the  mountains.  We  passed  many  sugar  estates,  some 
deserted,  with  barren  lands  and  gaunt  iron  chimneys 
rising  smokeless  and  rusty  above  stagnation.  These 
doubtless  mark  the  graves  of  many  -dead  hopes  and 
ambitions  ;  for  sugar-cane  has  seen  its  day.  Beetroot 
and  middlemen  between  them  are  sounding  its  death- 
knell.  Cane  exhausts  the  soil  completely  ;  and  years 
have  to  elapse,  I  am  told,  before  land  which  has  been 
under  it  becomes  in  a  chemical  condition  to  give  any 
other  crop  a  fair  chance.  The  plantations  were  divided 
from  each  other,  in  this  district,  by  lofty  living  bamboo 
hedges  ;  and  every  estate  had  a  small  hospital,  sepa- 
rated from  the  main  buildings  of  the  factory,  as  a 
necessary  appendage. 

San  Juan  was  our  first  halting-place.  The  train 
then  proceeded  through  miniature  savannahs,  sloping 
up  to  the  hills  and  dotted  with  much  cattle.  By 
crossing  with  the  zebu — a  big  humped  beast,  which 
comes  from  India  and  North  Africa — the  local  breed  of 
cattle  has  been  greatly  improved.  I  saw  in  Trinidad 
finer  oxen  than  any  I  ever  met  before. 

At  the  next  station,  St.  Joseph,  we  got  out,  hired  a 
chariot,  and  set  off  for  our  destination.  Coolies  and 
their  dwelling-places  surrounded  us.  In  a  wayside 
coolie  village  many  highly  picturesque  groups  were 
standing  or  sitting  in  the  scanty  patches  of  shade 
thrown  by  their  thatched  and  wooden  cottages.  The 
women  carry  all  their  worldly  wealth  on  their  persons. 
They  are  covered  with  rings,  bracelets,  necklaces, 
bangles,   and    anklets.      Their    noses    are    important 
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features  for  decoration.  They  fashion  solid  silver 
ornaments  of  the  money  they  earn,  and  often  simply 
string  the  coins  themselves  for  necklaces.  Groups  of 
long-haired  men  were  squatting  on  the  ground  in  the 
peculiar  attitude  they  favour  ;  some  read  books,  some 
played  cards,  some  ate;  one  man  was  writing  upon 
a  little  slate  and  using  his  left  hand  to  do  so.  The 
women  seemed  cheerful  and  sociable.  They  stood 
about  in  groups,  talking  and  criticising  babies  and  so 
forth.  Their  flowing  robes  of  most  brilliant  hues,  their 
silver  ornaments,  and  dark  brown  skins  made  a  picture 
of  bright  and  varied  colour.  Tiny  coolies,  goats,  dogs, 
and  John  Crows  filled  up  the  foreground  of  this  quaint 
village.  They  all  muddled  about  together  in  friend- 
ship, only  falling  out  occasionally  when  one  or  other 
of  them  found  something  attractive,  and  would  not 
share  it  with  the  rest. 

We  passed  strange  teams  from  time  to  time — com- 
binations of  horses  and  asses,  mules  and  asses,  oxen 
and  horses,  and  so  on.  In  the  middle  of  a  narrow 
bridge  our  vehicle  was  stopped  altogether  by  an  ex- 
traordinary concern,  full  of  grass,  pulled  along  by  two 
donkeys  and  a  horse.  They  were  all  abreast,  and  all 
at  daggers  drawn  among  themselves.  The  horse  was 
in  the  middle,  with  an  ass  arranged  on  each  side  of  him. 
Two  excited  negroes  flogged  the  asses  with  long  whips  ; 
but  they  could  not  get  at  the  horse  to  correct  it,  although 
the  brute  was  behaving  worse  than  anybody.  Then 
one  driver  had  an  idea,  and  took  his  whip  and  climbed 
up  on  to  the  top  of  the  cart.  From  this  point  the  horse 
was  easily  assailable ;  but  he  never  expected  to  be  hit, 
and  when  the  blow  fell  he  reared  up  and  screamed  and 
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broke  a  shaft  and  flung  one  of  his  front  feet  round  the 
neck  of  each  of  his  companions.  In  this  position  the 
horse  looked  extremely  entertaining.  I  should,  in  fact, 
have  laughed  but  that  I  feared  every  moment  the 
bridge,  upon  which  we  were  all  stuck  fast,  would  give 
way  and  hurl  us  to  destruction.  Then  Peckham  Rye 
jumped  out  to  go  to  the  rescue  of  the  negroes  and  offer 
a  helping  hand.  This  action  showed  the  man  had  pluck, 
but  it  was  a  bad  advertisement  for  his  judgment.  The 
case  did  not  call  for  any  European  interference.  One 
of  the  negroes  knocked  our  friend's  hat  off,  accidentally, 
with  his  whip  ;  and  one  of  the  asses  tried  to  bite  him, 
intentionally  ;  and  the  horse  trod  on  him.  Then  poor 
Peckham  skipped  back  into  the  chariot,  and  came  nearer 
to  uttering  a  strong  expression  of  feeling  than  I  have 
seen  him  yet.  But  he  mastered  himself  with  an  effort, 
and  only  said  : 

"  Perhaps  we  had  better  drive  on  now.  These  people 
are  not  in  a  state  to  receive  advice." 

"  Always  the  way  if  one  tries  to  do  any  practical  good 
and  ease  the  burdens  of  others,"  said  the  Doctor  ;  "  men 
thank  you  for  nothing.  One  word  from  you  might  have 
quelled  that  unseemly  brawl ;  but  would  they  hear  it  ? 
No.  They  knocked  your  hat  off  and  jumped  on  you, 
and  showed  in  a  thousand  little  ways  they  simply 
didn't  want  you." 

Our  companion  tried  to  look  like  a  rejected  prophet, 
and  succeeded  very  well.  Of  course  prophets  have  no 
honour  in  their  own  countries — that  is  an  established 
fact ;  but  it  seems  rather  hard  on  a  prophet  of  Peckham's 
cahbre  to  come  nearly  four  thousand  miles  and  still 
be  a  failure.     Doubtless  human  nature,  whether  in  a 
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London  suburb  or  a  West  Indian  island,  has  a  certain 
quality  of  independence,  and  resents  being  put  right  by 
strangers. 

Soon  we  found  ourselves  passing  waggons  laden 
with  sugar-cane.  They  were  drawn  by  soft-eyed,  dun- 
coloured  oxen — incarnations  of  strength  and  patience 
and  good-temper.  In  double  yokes,  with  ponderous 
gait,  they  swung  along  the  level,  dusty  road.  The 
great  loose-limbed  creatures  moved  sedately  and  calmly, 
occupied  with  their  own  thoughts,  innocent  of  all  evil 
intentions,  often  led  by  little  negroes,  whose  woolly 
heads  scarce  reached  their  dewlaps. 

Then  we  arrived  at  the  particular  estate  we  had 
come  to  see,  passed  through  a  lodge  gate,  and  drove 
ahead  through  a  fine  park-like  expanse  of  open  country 
where  grew  fair  groves  of  mahogany  trees.  Upon  one 
side  of  this  land  there  extended  rows  of  coolie  huts 
(for  the  affair  was  entirely  worked  by  coolie  labour)  ; 
and  upon  the  other  side,  ranges  of  shed  and  stable 
showed  where  the  cattle  dwelt.  In  front  of  us  stood 
the  handsome  stone  house  of  the  owner ;  and  beyond 
that  rose  the  factory — a  lofty,  irregular  building,  with 
tall  chimneys  and  bright  roofs  of  corrugated  iron. 
Here  the  air  was  laden  with  the  dense,  sweet  smell  of 
the  sugar,  and  mountains  of  cut  cane  lay  piled  aloft  on 
every  side,  waiting  to  be  drawn  into  the  factory.  This 
operation  is  presently  performed  by  a  great  moving 
ribbon  of  iron  that  winds  into  the  building ;  and  upon 
the  other  side  a  similar  band  rolls  out  again  carrying 
with  it  the  megasse,  or  remains  of  the  crushed  cane. 
The  fragments  are  stored  in  a  separate  erection  and 
used  as  fuel. 
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Much  to  Peckham  Rye's  annoyance,  a  yellow  over- 
seer was  told  off  to  conduct  us  round  the  works.  Our 
companion  purposed  explaining  everything  himself,  and 
assured  me  privately  that  we  should  have  really  learned 
much  more  had  we  put  ourselves  in  his  hands.  I  an- 
swered that  I  was  certain  of  it.     I  said  : 

"  We  had  better  humour  the  man,  and  let  him  lead 
us  about  and  pretend  we  are  interested.  He  will  just 
give  us  a  rough-and-ready  description  of  things,  and 
then,  afterward,  we  can  come  to  you  for  technical, 
lasting  information." 

First  the  overseer  showed  us  what  ravages  are 
committed  upon  sugar-cane  by  the  '  borer,' — an  insect 
pest  of  a  parasitic  nature.  He  broke  the  canes  in 
pieces  for  our  benefit,  and  revealed  the  wicked  '  borer,' 
in  appearance  like  a  red  stain  blotting  and  streaking 
the  white  pith  of  the  cane.  We  then  entered  the  works, 
and  beheld  those  manifold  tortures  to  which  the 
unhappy  sugar-cane  is  put,  from  its  first  mangling  to 
its  final  appearance  in  the  form  of  moist  brown  sugar. 
Giant  steel  wheels  grind  and  crunch  the  canes  as  a 
preliminary,  and,  from  below  these  hungry  rollers,  the 
grey  juice,  flowing  out  in  a  sweet  Niagara,  is  caught 
up  and  sent  aloft  through  pipes  to  a  sulphur  box, 
where  the  process  of  clarifying  begins.  Sugar  goes 
through  as  many  stages  of  purification  as  a  Buddhist's 
soul.  It  is  passed  from  one  cleansing  system  to  another, 
through  great  vats,  until  we  next  meet  with  it  boiUng, 
foaming,  and  bubbling  in  a  fiery  lake. 

Peckham  Rye  was  under  a  sinister  star  to-day.  He 
had  just  managed  to  edge  in  some  facts  about  this 
caldron   of  seething  juice,  when  his  foot  slipped,  and 
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he  tottered  upon  the  very  brink  of  it.  Had  he  fallen 
in,  he  must  have  ruined  many  hogsheads  of  sugar,  and 
perhaps  five  hundred  good  jars  of  treacle.  He  would 
also  have  lost  his  life  by  boiling.  But  the  yellow 
overseer  rescued  him,  and  we  helped.  From  mere 
passive  dislike  to  our  conductor,  Peckham  Rye  there- 
upon began  to  show  absolute  active  hatred  towards  him. 

The  overseer  was  quick  to  note  this,  and  became  a 
little  short  and  nasty  in  his  manner,  I  could  see  he 
would  not  save  Peckham  Rye  again.  In  fact,  he  began 
trying  to  lure  that  good  man  towards  places  of  fresh 
peril.  He  endeavoured  to  entangle  our  guide,  philo- 
sopher, and  friend  in  intricate  machinery,  where  he 
might  get  shattered  or  flattened  or  rent  asunder.  At 
one  time  I  feared  he  would  succeed,  but  I  think 
Peckham  Rye  suspected  him,  and  was  very  wary. 

We  next  met  the  sugar  in  a  huge  contrivance  with 
little  plate-glass  windows  in  the  sides  of  it.  Here 
another  fiery  process  was  being  carried  through — an 
operation  by  which  the  liquid  sugar  is  boiled  in  vacuo, 
and  the  result  of  which  appears  to  be  the  speedy 
generation  of  crystals.  Peeping  through  the  windows 
we  observed  great  masses  of  seething,  bubbling  brown 
fluid  and  little  new-born  crystals  dancing  in  their 
midst. 

The  air  reeked  with  mingled  odours  of  molasses  and 
cocoa-nut  oil,  the  clatter  and  turmoil  were  unceasing, 
and  it  was  no  small  relief  to  presently  find  ourselves 
in  a  somewhat  cooler  part  of  the  building,  where 
whirling  fans  were  separating  the  crystallised  sugar 
from  the  treacle.  We  then  inspected  a  hillock  of  first- 
class  brown  sugar.    The  molasses,  after  this  first  quality 
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of  sugar  has  been  extracted  from  it,  is  subjected  to 
a  second  series  of  tortures,  and  produces  an  inferior 
brand  of  brown  sugar.  From  the  scummings  of  the 
juice  in  the  boiling-house,  the  spirit  of  rum  is  of  course 
distilled. 

We  inspected  the  first-class  sugar  only.  It  had  now 
reached  the  utmost  pitch  of  perfection  to  which  the 
producer  could  bring  it.  All  the  final  delicate  pro- 
cesses, with  sand  and  other  things,  are  done  in  more 
civilised  countries. 

Just  then  I  met  the  prettiest  woman  I  saw  in  the 
West  Indies.  She  was  a  coolie,  probably  about 
thirteen  or  fourteen  years  of  age.  Her  crimson- 
and-white  robe,  silver  adornments,  dark,  bright  eyes, 
black  braided  hair,  and  her  small  classical  face,  with 
the  sweetest  smile  on  it  imaginable,  made  a  really 
beautiful  picture.  If  she  had  been  a  picture,  I  should 
have  probably  acquired  her.  I  asked  Peckham  Rye  if 
he  did  not  feel  like  King  Cophetua  when  that  monarch 
first  beheld  Penelophon.  He  merely  said  that  he  did 
not.  The  girl  was  singing  and  scrubbing  a  floor. 
Heaven  meant  her  to  sing  undoubtedly,  but  hardly,  I 
think,  to  scrub.  I  hope  she  may  make  a  good  match. 
If  she  came  to  this  country  and  kept  her  head,  and 
learned  to  dance  a  little,  she  might  get  into  the  Peerage 
by  way  of  the  Pavilion  or  some  similar  palace  of  public 
entertainment. 

So  we  bid  farewell  to  that  sugar  estate,  but  took 
from  it  impressions  of  a  lasting  description.  For  my 
own  part  I  can  still  smell  the  hot  air,  sweet  with 
molasses,  oily  with  cocoa-nut ;  I  can  still  see  the  long 
lofty  hajls,  streaked  with  sunshine,  blazing  with  colour 
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of  bright  garments,  filled  with  streaming  vats,  whirring 
wheels,  vibrating  iron  galleries,  and  snowy  pufTs  of 
steam  in  unexpected  places.  I  can  yet  hear  the  slow 
crunching  of  the  cane,  the  steady  splash  and  ripple  of 
the  juice  streaming  from  beneath  the  great  wet  rollers ; 
and,  louder  than  all,  from  time  to  time,  there  echoes 
upon  my  ear  the  bellow  of  a  mighty  steam  hooter, 
roaring  out  to  the  workers  in  far  distant  plantations 
to  hasten  with  more  cane. 

We  presently  set  out  to  return  to  the  railway-station, 
and  stopped  upon  the  way  to  view  an  interesting  little 
Roman  Catholic  Church.  I  understand  that  about 
three-quarters  of  the  population  of  Trinidad  is  Roman 
Catholic  in  matters  of  religion.  Protestantism  gains 
but  little  ground  here.  The  Roman  priests  indeed  are 
very  jealous  of  incursions  from  other  Churches  ;  and  it 
is  instructive  to  note  that  wherever  a  Protestant  or  Mor- 
avian place  of  worship  rears  its  front,  a  Roman  Catholic 
Chapel  instantly  springs  up  in  the  immediate  vicinage. 

We  were  obliged  to  wait  an  hour  for  a  return  train, 
and  during  that  time  strolled  about  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  station.  The  prickly  sensitive-plant  covered  all 
the  ground,  and  grew  in  extraordinary  profusion.  It  is 
the  most  desponding  and  limp  form  of  vegetation  I 
have  seen.  The  thing  gives  way  utterly  at  the  slightest 
touch.  The  leaves  succumb  and  fold  up ;  the  joints,  at 
which  each  leaf  is  fixed  to  the  parent  stem,  grow  weak ; 
the  leaf  droops  down  ;  the  entire  concern  becomes  upset 
and  disordered.  However  it  has  managed  to  fight  the 
battle  of  life  thus  long,  and  not  go  to  the  wall  and 
become  extinct,  is  a  mystery  to  me.  But  though  a 
breath  will  thus  cause  the  sensitive-plant  to  faint  away, 
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yet  I  am  assured  that  the  heaviest  tropical  rain  makes 
no  impression  upon  its  delicate  leaves.  Upon  the 
whole  I  do  not  believe  this. 

We  met  an  old  Scotchman  at  the  station.  He 
approached,  and  said  : 

"  Beg  pardon,  gentlemen,  but  do  you  happen  to  know 
any  of  the  estate  owners  in  these  parts  ?  I've  worked 
for  years  in  the  Western  Indies,  and  hold  a  good 
character  from  youth  up,  as  you  may  see  by  the  medals 
on  my  breast.  Now  a  place  has  changed  hands,  and  I'm 
adrift,  owing  to  the  new  owner  not  wanting  a  superior 
educated  man  to  himself  for  overseer.  And  I  won't 
pretend  I'm  less  than  I  am,  being  certainly  a  superior 
educated  man,  and  a  reading  man.  The  medals  upon 
my  breast  show  how  I've  a  claim  on  my  country  too. 

"  I  wanted  brain  work,  sirs,  but  there's  none  going 
round;  so  now  I'm  just  seeking  for  any  work  whereby 
a  man  may  earn  wage.  The  medals  on  my  breast  show 
that  I'm  a  worker,  not  a  talker.  So  if  you  could  give 
me  a  letter,  and  say  how  you  met  me  and  saw  points  in 
me —  ?  I  don't  want  to  be  a  D.  B.  S.* — not  with  these 
medals  on  my  breast.  'Twould  be  a  bad  advertisement 
for  the  mother-country,  wouldn't  it  ?  So  if  you  could 
assist  an  old  soldier — ?  " 

We  did — out  of  respect  to  the  medals  on  his  breast. 
They  were  genuine  enough,  and  spoke  better  for  him 
than  he  could  for  himself  Peckham  Rye  examined 
them  and  their  reverses.  Then  he  declared  the  man 
had  only  just  missed  being  a  hero.     The  cynical  Doctor 

*  D.  B.  S.,  Distressed  British  Subject.  Such  unfortunates 
apply  to  the  British  consul,  and  are  generally  granted  a  free 
passage  home  if  their  credentials  prove  satisfactory. 
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said  the  question  was  not  so  much  if  the  medals  were 
genuine  as  whether  this  Scot  had  any  genuine  right  to 
wear  them  ;  but  we  gave  him  the  benefit  of  the  doubt ; 
and  Peckham  then  explained  to  the  old  veteran  how  he 
ought  to  have  acted  in  the  Crimea.  Personally  I  never 
had  any  idea  what  a  mess  we  made  of  it  in  the  Crimea, 
until  I  heard  our  Encyclopaedia  talking  about  the 
affair.  I  always  fancied  we  had  done  rather  well  there. 
Peckham  Rye  is  a  sort  of  intellectual  whirlwind,  for 
ever  blowing  away  the  thick  mists  of  human  ignorance. 

Anon  we  returned  to  Port  of  Spain,  and  from  thence 
to  our  ship.  That  night,  being  greatly  wearied  by  long 
sojourning  under  tropical  sunshine,  I  turned  in  early 
and  purposely  avoided  the  Fourth  Officer,  a  selection 
from  whose  varied  experiences  and  adventures  generally 
terminates  my  days. 

Meanwhile  our  vessel  went  upon  her  way  to  Tobago. 
But  she  travels  without  Peckham  Rye.  He  has  aban- 
doned us  at  Trinidad — a  fact  we  regard  with  mingled 
sentiments.  For  my  part,  I  am  frankly  sorry  that  he 
has  gone. 
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Tobago — A  Morning  Stroll — Curiosities — A  Difference  with  the 
Treasure — Queer  Fish — West  Indian  Lavvn-tennis — Har- 
monies in  Rose  and  Ebony — Whist — The  Model  Man  falls 
— An  Order  for  Cotton — Jumping  Crabs — Ammonites  and 
Coral — Pink  Pearls — A  Cocoa-nut — Facts  from  a  Butcher 
— Trouble  on  the  Wharf. 

DAWN  of  day  found  the  Rhine  in  a  very  beautiful 
little  harbour  partially  landlocked.  Tobago  rose 
before  us  with  fertile  valleys  and  nobly  wooded  hills. 
The  great  wealth  of  cocoa-nut  palms  was  a  feature  of 
the  scenery.  They  grew  high  and  low,  fringing  alike 
the  lofty  terraces  of  the  mountains  and  the  silver  sand 
of  the  shore.  At  sundry  points  upon  the  beach  they 
approached  wondrously  close  to  the  sea,  and,  from 
shipboard,  almost  appeared  to  overhang  the  blue 
waters. 

Tobago  is  a  mountainous,  volcanic,  silver-stranded 
little  island.  Of  course  Columbus  discovered  it,  and 
for  my  part  I  wish  he  had  left  the  place  alone.  I 
should  very  likely  have  missed  it  myself,  and  there  are 
reasons  why  it  would  have  been  better  had  I  done 
so.  Certain  Carib  Indians  were  the  aboriginal  in- 
habitants of  Tobago,  and  no  doubt  they  wished  that 
Columbus   had    missed   it  too.      The   history   of   the 
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island  is  rather  eventful.  In  1580  England  was  good 
enough  to  regard  it  as  her  property,  but  early  at- 
tempts to  colonise  bore  no  particular  fruit.  Some 
fifty  years  later,  sundry  Dutch  merchants  sent  out 
a  little  band  of  three  hundred  Zeelanders.  With 
very  bad  taste,  these  people  began  operations  by  re- 
christening  the  island.  This  was  naturally  more 
than  the  warlike  Caribs  would  put  up  with  ;  and  the 
new-comers  had  just  time  to  call  the  place  New 
Walcheren,  and  have  a  look  round,  when  they  were 
suppressed  with  stone  axes  and  tomahawks.  After 
many  vicissitudes,  involving  England,  Holland,  and 
France,  the  histories  of  which  are  written  in  ruins, 
dismantled  fortresses,  and  rusty  cannon,  Tobago  was 
finally  ceded  to  the  English  in  18 14;  and  I  landed  on 
February  20th,  1892. 

The  ancient  cotton  and  indigo  plantations  have 
vanished  with  slavery.  Now  sugar-cane  grows  here  ; 
but  that,  in  its  turn,  must  soon  give  way  to  more 
profitable  culture,  if  the  island  is  to  keep  its  head  up. 
Already  some  energetic  people  in  the  place  are  making 
experiments  with  a  sort  of  agave,  or  aloe,  from  the 
leaves  of  which  a  superior,  hemp-like  texture  is  obtain- 
able. The  official  heads  of  the  island  showed  me  at 
least  a  dozen  of  these  agaves  growing  in  a  row  on  the 
side  of  a  hill ;  they  said  it  was  a  company,  and  that 
I  might  have  ten  of  the  shares,  because  I  was  white 
and  took  such  an  interest  in  everything.  They  were 
disappointed  and  hurt  when  I  criticised  the  agaves 
rather  unfavourably.  They  declared  that  a  fortune 
lurked  in  the  things,  and  that  I  was  simply  pitching 
away  ten  thousand  pounds ;  but  they  could  not  influence 
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me.  I  had,  and  still  have,  a  rooted  conviction  that 
those  twelve  agaves  will  do  Tobago  no  practical  good 
whatever. 

Upon  the  morning  of  my  arrival  I  rowed  ashore  for 
a  stroll  before  breakfast.  I  like  getting  on  to  new 
islands  in  this  way  before  I  have  been  introduced  to 
anybody,  or  had  the  geography  and  peculiarities  of  the 
place  explained.  There  is  then  an  element  of  uncon- 
straint  and  a  chance  of  adventure,  which,  of  course, 
vanishes  afterwards.  The  country  here  is  very  wild 
and  beautiful,  the  vegetation  most  interesting  and 
varied ;  but  the  port  itself,  Scarborough  by  name,  has 
an  out-at-elbows,  come-down-in-the-world  look  about 
it.  The  dwelling-houses  are  mean,  the  negroes'  cottages 
most  primitive,  the  general  air  ruinous  and  decayed 
and  stagnant.  Some  well-ordered  and  handsome  abodes 
appear  on  the  side  of  the  great  hill  upon  which  Scar- 
borough for  the  most  part  stands ;  and  there  is  also  a 
solid  prison-house  at  the  top  of  this  mountain,  where 
lie  scattered  the  interesting  remains  of  Fort  King 
George;  but,  upon  a  rapid  first  impression,  one  would 
be  inclined  to  declare  that  at  present  Tobago  distinctly 
languishes ;  probably  through  force  of  circumstances, 
rather  than  any  fault  of  her  own. 

I  skirted  the  coast-line  and  found  "  crab's  eyes  "  and 
other  curious  seeds,  which  the  local  people,  when  the 
fit  is  on  them,  take  the  trouble  to  pluck,  and  fashion 
into  ornamental  baskets  and  trinkets.  At  the  water's 
edge  were  many  shells  and  curious  fragments  of 
unknown  works  of  Nature.  Here  there  grew,  on  the 
low  cliffs,  tall  cacti  and  melo-cacti,  and,  I  fancy,  echino- 
cacti  as  well — in  fact,  the  whole  prickly  family.     I  also 
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found  good  store  of  a  handsome  white  orchid,  whose 
name  in  botanical  circles  is  Diacrium  Bicornutum. 

The  brown  pelicans,  or  Tobago  swans,  were  rather 
attractive  at  this  spot  upon  the  shore.  They  fall  head- 
first into  the  water  in  the  most  clumsy  manner  possible, 
and  sail  about  in  little  parties  and  fish.  Before  leaving 
Tobago  I  did  some  business  with  them  through  an 
agent ;  for  their  breasts  and  wings  make  very  artistic 
and  beautiful  trophies. 

Presently,  turning  inland,  I  wandered  through  green 
groves  of  palm  in  the  first  dewy,  golden  freshness  of 
the  morning.  It  is  extremely  difficult  at  Tobago  to 
know  whether  you  are  walking  upon  public  or  private 
land.  Of  course,  anything  mathematically  arranged, 
like  rows  of  sweet  potatoes,  denotes  prior  claim,  and, 
similarly,  sugar-cane  must  not  be  approached ;  but 
mangoes  and  tamarinds  and  plantain  trees  always  have 
a  wild,  tropical,  untamed  look  ;  and  nothing  is  easier 
than  to  find  yourself  gathering  up  choice  concerns,  or 
tearing  down  foliage  in  purely  private  places.  I  should 
have  thought  that  conscience  might  grapple  with  a 
difficulty  of  that  kind  ;  but  mine  always  lets  me  go  on 
doing  wrong,  in  the  West  Indies,  up  to  the  last  moment. 
In  fact,  the  only  thing  that  ever  really  told  me  I  had 
been  stealing  and  trespassing  was  the  owner  of  the 
ravaged  estate. 

Upon  my  return  to  the  Rhine  for  breakfast  that 
morning,  the  Treasure  met  me,  and  spoke  rather  dis- 
respectfully of  my  curiosities.     He  said  : 

"  Hang  it  all,  man,  whatever  rubbish  will  you  bring 
on  to  the  ship  next  ?  " 

I  answered  : 
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"  Your  attitude  towards  tropical  wonders  grows  daily 
more  deplorable.  With  the  poor  black  people  it  is 
different.  I  hear  them  sniggering  and  laughing  at  me 
when  I  pick  seeds  and  berries  or  pocket  fragments 
from  the  beach.  Them  I  pity  and  forgive.  But  you 
ought  to  know  better.  " 

He  said  : 

"  You  get  such  ridiculous  things  :  not  curios  at  all." 

I  replied  : 

"As  to  what  constitutes  a  curio,  you  must  permit  me 
to  judge.  You  have  lived  amongst  these  sights  for 
some  years  ;  your  perception  and  understanding  are 
therefore  blunted  ;  but  I  come  hither  fresh  and  inquisi- 
tive and  open  to  impressions,  and  I  tell  you  frankly 
that  these  West  Indian  woods  and  forests,  seas  and 
strands,  are  simply  composed  of  curiosities.  Take  all 
the  objects  of  interest  away,  and  there  would  be  nothing 
left.  The  difficulty  lies,  not  in  collecting  curios,  but  in 
selecting  the  best." 

Angling  was  the  order  of  the  morning.  The  Doctor 
secured  a  red  snapper,  and  earned  no  little  praise  from 
a  black  quartermaster  in  consequence.    The  sailor  said: 

"  Ah,  dat  snapper-fish  good.  Doctor ;  him  berry  good 
to  eat." 

Then  I  captured  an  olive-coloured  fish,  and  the 
quartermaster  wandered  round  again  and  explained 
that,  though  the  victim  of  my  hook  was  valueless 
regarded  as  human  nourishment,  it  yet  possessed 
considerable  intrinsic  interest. 

"  India-rubber  fish,  sar — wonnerful  strange,  curious 
fish  to  be  sure.  Him  pull  out  ebber  so  long  and  tie  in 
knots  and  stretch  all  across  deck." 
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Soon  afterwards  the  Treasure  brought  out  his  gun 
and  helped  me.  There  were  a  sort  of  fishes  in  that 
bay  which  could  not  be  hooked  but  succumbed  freely 
to  artillery.  They  swam  upon  the  surface  of  the  sea, 
had  long,  sharp  noses  and  arrow-like  bodies,  and  flashed 
with  beautiful  opalescent  colours. 

They  are  called  "gar"  fish,  doubtless  the  name 
coming  from  the  Anglo-Saxon  "gar,"  a  dart  or  weapon. 
These  my  companion  lured  to  death  with  bread  crumbs, 
and,  after  he  had  blown  their  brains  out,  sent  a  man  in 
a  boat  to  gather  them  up.  I  am  fast  falling  into  the 
Treasure's  depraved  fondness  for  destruction. 

After  luncheon,  in  response  to  an  invitation  from  the 
shore,  a  party  started  to  play  lawn-tennis.  One  asso- 
ciates this  pastime  with  level,  if  not  absolutely  flat, 
conditions  of  environment,  and  I  felt  astounded,  there- 
fore, to  hear  that  lawn-tennis  was  played  upon  almost 
the  loftiest  pinnacle  in  Tobago.  The  club  is,  in  fact, 
situated  within  the  elevated  ruins  of  Fort  King  George, 
and  the  way  thereto  extends  up  a  mountain  of  terrific 
steepness. 

The  Doctor,  the  Model  Man,  and  one  or  two  others, 
knew  the  place  of  old,  and  I  found  that  they  had 
horses  waiting  to  bear  them  aloft ;  but  the  Treasure, 
our  Fourth  Officer,  and  I  had  to  walk.  This  we  did, 
through  the  little  grass-grown  streets,  littered  with 
dancing  and  butting  goats  and  kids,  past  the  meagre 
market-place  and  a  store  or  two,  on,  ever  upwards, 
until  locomotion  became  a  gradual,  feeble  thing,  and 
we  found  ourselves  stopping  every  ten  yards,  in  patches 
of  shade,  to  admire  the  views  of  ocean  and  mountain 
which  our  climb  opened  out  on  every  side. 
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After  leaving  the  village  I  fell  in  with  several  nev^^ 
fruit  trees,  and  had  opportunities  of  eating  tamarinds, 
custard  apples,  the  cherries  of  the  country,  which 
cluster  like  green  grapes  on  the  trees,  achras,  and  the 
sour  sop — a  large  prickly  green  concern.  Concerning 
the  Jamaica  plum,  which  I  also  fell  in  with,  it  is  only 
fair  to  confess  that  no  responsible  person  advised  me 
to  eat  one  ;  but  a  youthful  negress  indicated  a  specimen 
of  the  fruit,  and  said  it  was  thought  well  of  by  judges. 
So  I  tried  one,  and  subsequently  wished  they  had  kept 
it  in  Jamaica. 

However  that  island  came  to  export  them,  and  get 
them  grown  about  elsewhere,  and  identify  herself  with 
them,  I  cannot  understand. 

The  Fourth  Officer  pointed  out  a  lofty  eminence,  and 
said  : 

"  Upon  that  hill  the  French  held  an  enormously 
strong  battery,  but  a  handful  of  Englishmen  stormed 
their  position  and  carried  it  at  the  bayonet's  point.  It 
is  the  most  wonderful  performance  in  history,  to  my 
mind.  You  need  to  struggle  up  the  place  yourself  to 
realise  what  it  must  have  been  to  do  so  under  fire." 

I  heard  the  same  story  afterwards  from  a  French- 
man ;  but  he,  strangely  enough,  said  that  we  held  the 
fortress,  and  his  people  dislodged  us.  I,  of  course, 
accept  the  Fourth  Officer's  version.  It  does  not  much 
matter  now ;  but  there  is  little  doubt  many  good  lives 
were  lost  at  the  time. 

Numbers  of  youthful  black  boys  and  girls,  and  an 
ebony-coloured  adult  or  two,  also  followed  our  footsteps 
up  that  surprising  hill.  They  simply  trudged  along, 
naked-footed  over   the   scorching  ground,  to  pick  up 
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ideas  and  listen  to  our  conversation.  I  felt  touched  at 
this  simple  thirst  for  knowledge,  and  talked  loud  and 
rather  instructively  on  purpose.  But  the  Treasure 
checked  me.     He  said  : 

"  You'll  have  half  Tobago  out  of  its  cottages  to  listen 
to  you,  if  you  go  on  like  that.  People  will  think  you're 
a  show.  You  don't  imagine  these  little  blackbeetles 
know  what  you're  talking  about,  do  you  ?  " 

I  answered  : 

"  Certainly  I  do.  They  are  sucking  in  knowledge 
on  every  side.  What  they  do  not  immediately  com- 
prehend they  will  doubtless  go  home  and  think  over." 

"Well,  I  shouldn't  be  too  jolly  friendly,"  he  replied. 
"  If  you  are,  the  people  will  simply  haunt  you  and  dog 
your  footsteps,  and  make  you  wish  you  hadn't  come 
here  at  all." 

We  reached  the  lawn-tennis  club  at  last,  and  found, 
on  the  summit  of  the  hill,  a  grassy  plateau  with  a  court 
marked  out,  a  net  up,  ball-boys  arranged,  and  the  club 
assembled.  The  horsemen  of  our  party  were  already 
playing,  and  round  a  corner,  in  the  shade,  half  a  dozen 
steeds  stood  resting  from  their  labours. 

When  in  the  mood  I  play  a  very  free  and  open  game 
of  lawn-tennis.  I  hate  a  mean,  calculating  game,  and 
perfectly  loathe  the  steady,  plodding  sort  of  players 
who  never  make  a  stroke  worth  looking  at,  but  always 
win  in  the  end.  The  Doctor  of  Tobago  had  similar 
views,  and  we  presently  joined  forces  against  the 
Harbour  Master  and  my  brother.  Theoretically,  we 
played  a  higher-class  game  tlian  they  did,  and  gave  the 
onlookers  more  delight  and  the  ball-boys  more  work  ; 
but  we  did  not  win.     Then  I  performed  in  a  *  mixed 
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double '  with  one  of  the  belles  of  Tobago ;  at  least  she 
performed  and  I  played.  She  was  pretty  and  artistic- 
looking,  and  dallied  very  gracefully  with  her  racket ; 
though  she  rather  lacked  application  in  her  methods 
of  playing,  and  would  not  run  about  after  balls,  but 
waited  for  them  to  come  to  her.  When  they  did  come, 
she  waved  her  racket  prettily  in  the  air — after  they  had 
passed  by.  We  lost.  I  never  enjoyed  a  more  cheerful, 
casual,  chatty,  unaggressive  game. 

There  is  little  or  no  twilight  in  the  West  Indies,  and 
lawn-tennis,  therefore,  ends  abruptly  at  sundown. 

A  gorgeous  sunset  of  rose  and  gold,  streaked  with 
tattered  ribbons  of  orange  cloud,  lit  the  wide  sky  that 
night  and  gleamed  in  broad  sheets  of  reflected 
splendour  upon  the  sea.  From  our  elevated  point  of 
vision,  the  panorama  of  light  was  magnificently 
apparent,  and,  as  we  slowly  descended  the  mountain, 
a  thousand  m.agic  harmonies  from  the  after-glow 
marked  the  death  of  the  day. 

Ink-black  silhouettes  of  palm  and  plantain  and  bread- 
fruit were  brought  out  in  bold  relief  against  the  fading 
sky,  and,  through  a  gap  in  the  woods,  we  caught 
a  glimpse  of  the  Rhine  far  below,  already  twinkling 
with  lights,  looking  like  a  toy  ship  on  a  dim,  rosy  sea. 

The  darkness  gathered  apace,  and  under  the  fringes 
of  the  forest  night  had  already  come.  Tree  frogs 
chirruped  with  endless  crisp  tinkle  of  sound  ;  the  air 
was  filled  with  a  drowsy  murmur  of  wakening  noctur- 
nal insect  life ;  the  mournful  boomings  of  marsh  frogs 
rose  from  neighbouring  ponds  and  watercourses. 

That  evening  we  supped  on  deck,  where  moonlight 
and  lamplight  strove  for  mastery,  with  play  of  mingled 
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pale  silver  and  red  gold.  Then,  to  sit  afterwards, 
smoking  in  silence  save  for  the  lisp  of  shining 
ripples  on  the  ship's  side  and  the  occasional  note  of  a 
bell  beating  the  hour,  was  a  cool  and  pleasant  occu- 
pation. In  the  hushed  gloom,  one  saw  nothing  but 
dim  white  legs  stretched  from  deck-chairs  and  the 
red-hot  points  of  surrounding  cigars.  Voices  were 
stilled ;  brains  were  lazy  ;  conversation  was  out  of  the 
question ;  from  the  distant  forecastle  came  the  tinkle  of 
a  banjo ;  the  processes  of  digestion  were  proceeding 
placidly  on  every  side. 

Presently,  the  Model  Man  and  I  played  whist  against 
the  Treasure  and  the  Doctor.  It  was  a  weird  pastime, 
and  quite  superior  to  all  established  conventions.  The 
Treasure  always  told  his  partner  how  many  trumps 
he  held,  and  the  Doctor  openly  advised  him  about  the 
leads.  My  partner  had  an  original  knack  of  putting 
up  a  treble  without  any  provocation.  Nobody  could 
catch  him,  but  a  treble  was  always  scored  to  us.  He 
usually  managed  to  secure  the  deal  also,  and  when  we 
were  playing  for  the  odd  on  one  occasion,  he  passed 
me  the  ace  of  trumps  under  the  table  to  strengthen  my 
hand.  This  action  must  have  proved  of  practical  service 
had  not  the  Doctor  become  suspicious  and  unreasonable. 
We  argued  fatuously  for  a  brief  while,  playing  all  the 
time.  Then  the  Model  Man  went  to  sleep  in  the  very 
act  of  scoring  a  treble,  which  strictly  speaking  had  not 
occurred. 

Thereupon  the  whist  party  scattered  ;  and  we  were 
about  to  leave  my  partner  lolling  in  his  chair,  with  half 
a  dead  cigar  in  one  hand  and  the  other  still  putting  up 
a  treble.     But  I  wanted  them  to  wake  him.     I  said  : 
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"  It  would  be  so  awfully  sad,  if  he  were  taken,  lying 
there  in  the  very  act  of  cheating  at  cards." 

The  Treasure,  however,  begged  me  not  to  touch  him. 
He  offered  to  bet  any  reasonable  odds  that  he  would 
not  be  taken.     He  said  : 

"  Let  him  roost.  He  will  wake  presently  when  all  is 
deserted  and  silent.  Then  he  will  see  what  he  was 
doing,  and  look  up  at  the  moon  and  realise  what  a 
wicked  worm  he  is." 

So  we  put  out  the  lamp,  drifted  away  to  our  bunks, 
and  abandoned  the  Model  Man,  with  long  fingers  of 
pale  moonlight  creeping  over  him  and  a  cunning  smile 
upon  his  face. 

After  breakfast  on  the  following  day,  declining  com- 
panionship, I  elected  to  devote  the  morning  to  a  lengthy, 
solitary  walk  along  the  white  beach  under  cocoa-nut 
trees. 

Scarcely,  however,  had  I  started  to  potter  about  in 
quiet,  secluded  fashion,  when  a  thing  foretold  recently 
by  the  Treasure  actually  happened.  A  dozen  negroes 
set  forth  to  accompany  me :  men,  boys,  and  infants 
prepared  to  follow  my  footsteps,  and  shatter  my 
privacy.  I  bid  them  hurry  away  and  leave  me  undis- 
turbed. I  explained  that  I  was  out  alone  to  reflect, 
not  to  talk.  To  one,  more  importunate  than  the  rest, 
I  gave  a  commission.     I  said  : 

"  I  want  some  cotton,  John.  If  you  will  pick  me  a 
bunch,  and  have  it  on  the  wharf  in  three  hours'  time 
from  now,  I'll  pay  you  for  it." 

"  Cotton  on  de  wharf,  free  hours'  time  ?    Yes,  Massa, 
all  right,  Massa  :  plenty  cotton  free  hours'  time." 
And  all  the  others  acted  like  a  chorus : 
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"  Cotton  on  de  wharf,  free  hours'  time  ?  Yes,  Massa, 
all  right,  Massa." 

Then  the  entire  party  hastened  away,  and  I  had  an 
unquiet  suspicion  that  there  might  perhaps  be  slightly 
more  cotton  on  the  wharf  in  *  free  hours'  time '  than, 
personally,  I  should  require.  But  meanwhile  a  period 
of  solitude  was  assured. 

The  mighty  stream  of  the  Orinoco  river  washes 
Tobago's  shore,  and  brings  in  its  flood  a  thousand 
fragments  from  the  mainland  of  South  America.  I 
collected  wonderful  seeds  and  curious  pieces  of  animal 
and  vegetable  nature,  with  shells,  coral  of  different 
kinds,  and  pieces  of  fanlike  coralline.  The  Tobago 
crabs  exhibit  some  very  novel  characteristics.  One 
sort,  yellow  hairy  folks,  with  ridiculous  eyes,  lived  in 
holes,  and  I  watched  them  toiling  with  all  the  energy  of 
old-fashioned  labourers  doing  piecework.  They  brought 
great  clawsful  of  sand  to  the  surface,  shot  their  loads  in 
a  heap,  and  then  dived  for  more.  Other  smaller  sand- 
burrowers,  similar  to  those  I  had  seen  at  Barbados, 
also  hurried  hither  and  thither  at  lightning  speed  ;  and, 
amongst  the  rocks  at  the  water's  edge,  I  found  a  still 
more  remarkable  variety.  These  were  black  sea-crabs, 
with  astounding  acrobatic  tendencies.  They  infested 
the  weed-covered  rocks,  and  leapt  through  the  air  from 
boulder  to  boulder,  sometimes  jumping  at  least  six 
inches.  I  watched  these  sprightly  crustaceans  with 
delight,  and  made  notes  of  their  comic  ways ;  but 
I  have,  as  yet,  obtained  no  credit,  or  even  credence 
for  my  researches.  People  believe  what  they  see : 
they  will  not,  however,  trust  their  ears  to  the  same 
extent. 

10 
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My  curiosities,  of  course,  convinced  the  most  scep- 
tical. Thus,  I  presently  found  the  carapace  and  claws 
of  what  must  have  been  a  very  remarkable  purple 
lobster.  These  I  bore  along  with  me.  There  could  be 
no  sneering  at  them  :  they  existed.  Among  the  debris 
and  driftwood  brought  by  high  tides,  quite  inland 
under  the  trees,  I  also  discovered  remarkable  matters, 
and  a  sort  of  delicate  ammonite,  white  as  snow,  with 
a  little  silver  disc  at  the  joints  of  it.  These  shells  were 
fairly  common,  and,  after  some  search,  I  secured  a 
dozen. 

When  the  Model  Man  heard  that  I  had  found 
ammonites  on  the  beach,  he  was  a  good  deal  astonished. 
He  said  : 

"Yes,  I  know  all  about  them,  but  I  thought  they 
were  extinct.  They  went  round  with  the  Hittites  and 
Philistines.  The  Israelites  were  one  too  many  for 
them  ages  ago." 

The  Model  Man's  knowledge  of  Old  Testament 
history  is  evidently  sound  and  creditable,  but  his 
conchology  is  beneath  contempt. 

Tobago  I  am  told  is  the  original  Robinson  Crusoe's 
Island  of  Defoe.  Residents,  ignoring  the  claims  of 
Juan  Fernandez  and  other  islets,  assure  me  that 
Tobago  has  prior  right.  I  met  with  a  negro  presently 
who  reminded  me  of  the  fact,  and  offered  to  show 
me  Crusoe's  cave,  if  I  would  accompany  him  to  the 
uttermost  ends  of  the  isle.  When  I  refused  he 
suggested  another  enterprise.  There  was  a  spot,  dis- 
tant only  two  miles,  where  conch  shells  might  be 
secured  at  low  tide.     The  negro  said  : 

"  De  shells  hab  pearls  in  dem,  sar — pink  pearls — 
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most  'markable,  precious  pearls,  sar.  Me  show  de 
way  to  de  pink  pearls,  Massa  ?  " 

I  did  not  much  believe  in  the  pink  pearls.     I  said  : 

"  If  they  are  so  easily  found,  and  so  valuable  too, 
why  does  not  the  entire  island  turn  out  every  day  at 
low  tide  to  seek  them,  John  ?  Why,  for  instance,  are 
not  you  at  this  moment  hurrying  off  to  get  pink  pearls, 
instead  of  loafing  round  here,  worrying  me  ?  " 

John  was  thunderstruck  at  such  a  suggestion.  It 
had  evidently  not  occurred  to  him  to  go  and  look  for 
pearls  himself.  The  inhabitants  never  think  of  such 
a  thing  ;  they  merely  suggest  it  as  a  sort  of  fantastic 
pastime  for  visitors. 

Then  I  left  the  dazzling  beach,  and  turned  towards 
the  interior,  there  to  seek  shade  and  brief  rest. 
Scarcely,  however,  was  I  well  beneath  the  palms, 
when  there  came  a  sudden  whir,  and  a  rush  of  a 
heavy  missile  past  my  ear,  and  a  thud  on  the  ground 
at  my  feet.  The  same  thing  happened  twice  in  quick 
succession,  and  I  discovered  that  the  falling  bodies 
were  ripe  cocoa-nuts  from  the  lofty  crowns  of  the  palm 
trees  above.  Thus,  what  might  have  broken  my  skull 
became  a  source  of  cooling  comfort,  for  I  forced  entrance 
into  one  of  the  fallen  nuts,  drank  its  juice,  and  shared 
the  creamy  kernel  of  it  with  a  hungry  dog  who  chanced 
to  be  passing  by.  I  found  dogs,  goats,  and  many  other 
beasts  in  the  West  Indies  to  be  extremely  fond  of 
cocoa-nuts. 

Proceeding  through  rich  foliage,  lighted  here  and 
there  with  the  gleam  of  tawny  thatch,  I  came  upon  a 
bird's  nest  near  a  great  cluster  of  citrons  and  lemons. 
The  nest  contained  one  curiously  hideous,  callow  baby 
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bird,  on  which  I  gazed  with  interest  while  the  parent 
fowl  sat  about  two  yards  over  my  head  and  chattered 
curses.  I  fancy  the  mother  knew  my  character,  and 
feared  I  was  going  to  take  away  her  child  for  a  curio. 
But  live  curios  had  better  not  be  moved  from  these 
islands.  They  nearly  all  get  consumption  when  they 
reach  cold  latitudes,  and  so  your  trouble  and  anxiety 
are  wasted.  The  butcher  of  the  Rhine,  who  has  had 
to  look  after  hundreds  of  live  creatures,  assured  me 
that  the  mortality  is  terrible  amongst  the  sloths,  apes, 
bears,  foxes,  turtles,  parrots,  and  other  quaint  things  he 
brings  over  from  time  to  time.  He  said  that  sloths  are 
very  fairly  active  in  tropical  climates,  but  become 
utterly  oblivious  and  inert  when  the  weather  grows 
cold.  Then  they  will  rather  be  cut  up  alive  than  take 
exercise.  The  butcher  also  said  that  he  never  saw  a 
sloth  in  England  that  had  not  the  seeds  of  consumption 
in  it.  So  perhaps  we  judge  sloths  too  hardly ;  because, 
in  this  country,  if  the  butcher  is  right,  all  sloths  must 
be  confirmed  invalids,  and  ought  to  be  sent  quietly  off 
to  Bournemouth,  instead  of  being  danced  round  the 
country  in  draughty  caravans  or  exposed  at  Zoological 
Gardens. 

Tobago  is  remarkably  rich  in  plumaged  birds.  Many 
are  very  beautiful  in  appearance,  notably  the  King 
Bird — a  gorgeous  golden-winged  personage — and  the 
humming-birds,  emerald  and  ruby. 

Anon  I  regretted  giving  such  a  wholesale  order  for 
cotton.  Much  of  it  grew  wild,  the  trees  being  beautiful 
in  foliage,  with  bright  yellow  flowers,  green  fruit,  and 
ripe  pods,  having  snowy  down  bursting  from  them,  all 
growing  together  on  the  same  plant.     The  small  black 
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seeds  of  the  tree  are  buried  in  the  cotton.  Another 
interesting  shrub  of  small  size  occurred  freely  here  also. 
The  negroes  call  it  "  Wonder  of  the  world,"  and  it 
undoubtedly  is  one  of  the  wonders  of  their  world.  A 
leaf,  plucked  off  the  plant  and  hung  up  somewhere, 
will,  in  the  space  of  ten  days  or  a  fortnight,  shoot  forth 
a  dozen  infant  plants  all  round  its  edges.  These  in 
due  time  may  be  separated  from  the  mother-leaf  and 
planted  out  to  begin  life  upon  their  own  account. 

Retracing  my  steps,  a  donkey-tandem  met  me,  and 
seated  therein,  making  notes,  was  the  authoress  with 
delicate  health  already  mentioned — she  whose  pending 
volume  will  supersede  all  other  West  Indian  works. 
We  exchanged  experiences,  and  she  made  a  memo- 
randum of  my  jumping  crabs ;  more,  I  fancy,  out  of 
compliment  to  me  than  with  any  intention  to  include 
them  in  her  book. 

Then  I  slowly  returned,  and  found  to  my  discomfort 
that  the  wharf  was  white  with  cotton  and  black  with 
negroes.  Unnumbered  Ethiopians  had  been  labouring 
upon  my  behalf,  and,  between  them,  they  had  collected, 
I  should  think,  enough  cotton  to  make  a  dozen  table- 
cloths. I  put  myself  freely  in  their  hands,  and  asked 
them  to  deal  fairly  with  me,  and  tell  me  to  which  man 
I  had  given  my  first  order.  Of  course  they  all  declared 
themselves  to  be  the  original  man.  It  was  awkward 
and  unsatisfactory,  and  I  determined  in  future  to 
arrange  a  private  password  with  any  individual  I 
might  engage.  The  blacks  look  as  much  alike  as 
flowers  off  the  same  tree,  until  one  becomes  accustomed 
to  them.  Then  it  struck  me  that  we  white  people  are 
as  similar,  one  to  another,  in  their  eyes  as   they  are 
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to  ours ;  so  I  escaped  the  entire  cotton  responsibility 
by  loftily  declaring  I  wanted  none  of  it,  and  asserting 
that  they  must  be  thinking  of  somebody  else.  This 
depressed  them  a  good  deal.  They  assured  me  I  had 
given  the  order ;  they  recollected  me  perfectly. 

Then  the  boatmen  began.  Each  and  all  of  them 
desired  to  row  me  back  to  the  ship,  and  in  despair 
I  turned  at  last  from  the  howling  throng  to  a  silent, 
adequately  attired  negro  who  stood  aloof  from  the  rest. 
I  said  : 

"  You're  the  only  decent  man  on  this  wharf,  John,  so 
I'll  take  your  boat.      Hurry  up  with  it  at  once." 

The  man  grew  excited  instantly  at  being  thus  singled 
out.     He  said  : 

"  Me  no  got  a  boat,  Massa ;  but  me  got  a  turtle  at 
home — dam  fine  turtle,  sar.  If  Massa  wait  two 
minute,  he  buy  de  turtle." 

The  fool  fled  away  to  get  his  turtle ;  and  other 
negroes,  scenting  business,  hastened  off  with  evident 
intention  of  dragging  their  household  gods  down  to  the 
wharf  on  my  account. 

Then  I  saw  a  ship's  boat  coming  away  from  the 
Rhine  for  me.  The  watermen  observed  it  also,  and 
thought  that  I  had  not,  and  redoubled  their  efforts ;  but 
I  pointed  to  the  approaching  craft,  and,  seeing  I  was 
lost  to  them  for  that  trip,  they  endeavoured  to  arrange 
future  plans  for  me.  To-morrow,  if  I  so  willed,  I  might 
have  a  flotilla  of  forty  disreputable  wherries,  and  an 
escort  of  a  hundred  unkempt  coloured  persons,  to  take 
me  ashore. 


CHAPTER    XIII. 

A  Day  with  Napoleon— The  Start— The  Bodj^-guard— The 
buying  of  Cocoa-pods — A  Word  on  Lizards — By  a  West 
Indian  Waterfall — I  find  Female  Friends — The  Trouble 
begins — A  Policeman's  Son — Harrowing  Adventure  involving 
my  Life. 

THERE  is  no  doubt  that  when  a  place  cannot 
command  labour  it  languishes.  This  is  the 
present  position  of  Tobago,  and  how  to  assist  her  is 
not  easy  to  ascertain.  Quashie  knows  that  on  three 
days'  work  a  week  he  can  keep  up  a  complete  pair 
of  trousers  and  a  coat ;  he  can  marry,  and,  in  fact, 
taste  all  the  sweets  of  civilisation.  Therefore  three 
days'  work  a  week  is  his  limit  of  labour,  and  if  he 
understood  '  strikes '  he  would  never  do  any  work  at  all. 
Here  and  there,  however,  one  sees  a  little  ambition 
to  come  at  wealth.  Thus  the  man  directly  responsible 
for  this  chapter  had  a  great  belief  in  money.  He  let 
out  weird,  ungeometrical,  bony  things  he  called  horses. 
After  you  promised  to  pay  him  four  shillings,  you 
might  get  upon  one  of  these  and  stop  on  it  for  an 
hour.  If  you  stopped  upon  it  two  hours,  he  expected 
eight  shillings.     There  was  no  reduction  for  quantity. 

Heaven  alone  knows  why,  upon  a  sweltering  after- 
noon, when  I  should    have   stayed  under  awnings  on 
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board  the  Rhine,  and  drunk  iced  liquids,  I  rather  chose 
to  seek  out  this  owner  of  equine  ruins,  and  raise 
the  question  of  hiring  one.  Of  course,  he  said  I  was 
right  to  come  to  him,  and  that  he  had  the  very  thing  I 
wanted.  "  Napoleon  de  horse  for  Massa ;  oh,  him  good 
horse.  Napoleon." 

So  he  brought  the  horse  along,  and  invited  me  to 
run  my  eye  over  its  points.  I  doubted  the  horse's 
constitution  the  moment  I  saw  him.  He  was  a  lantern- 
jawed,  chestnut  horse,  with  his  coat  worn  badly  where 
his  ribs  were  outlined  against  it.  He  certainly  did  not 
look  well  enough  to  go  out  for  thirty  miles.  The  man 
assured  me  that  his  horse  was  robust ;  but  the  beast 
himself  had  no  wish  to  go,  and,  when  he  heard  my 
criticism,  drooped  his  head  and  bent  his  knees,  and 
gave  a  hacking  cough,  and  altogether  suggested  a  poor 
broken-winded,  broken-hearted  affair  that  had  had  a 
nodding  acquaintance  with  dissolution  for  years.  The 
master  of  him  assured  me  that  he  was  a  patient,  peace- 
ful horse;  just  the  thing  for  anybody  who  was  going 
out  to  see  the  country  and  make  notes.  I  confessed 
that,  so  far  as  that  went,  the  animal  was  well  enough. 
I  like  a  lethargic,  unambitious  horse ;  but  this  one 
seemed  so  utterly  wanting  in  animation.  It  might  be 
necessary,  when  inland,  to  flee  suddenly  from  some- 
thing tropical.  Now,  by  the  look  of  this  horse,  I 
judged  that  anything  down  to  an  infuriated  tortoise 
would  easily  be  able  to  overtake  him  if  it  wanted  to. 
But  the  man  assured  me  that  '  Napoleon  '  could  gallop 
very  efficiently ;  while,  with  regard  to  the  trappings 
and  furniture  of  the  horse,  which  I  also  criticised, 
he  admitted  they  were  nothing  to  look  at,  but  declared 
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them  to  be  excellent  for  every  practical  purpose. 
This  I  doubted.  The  saddle  and  bridle  and  reins  and 
stirrups  were  all  tied  on  to  different  parts  of  the  horse 
with  string.  The  entire  fabric  suggested  insecurity.  I 
felt  I  was  a  fool  to  go,  but  something — probably  the 
superior  will-power  of  the  man  who  owned  the  horse 
— urged  me  forward  against  my  inclinations  ;  and  ulti- 
mately the  proprietor  of  the  steed  succeeded  in  getting 
me  safely  on  to  it. 

Then  the  man  wanted  me  to  pay  in  advance,  a 
thing  I  declined  to  do.  I  thought  privately  that  I 
would  stick  to  one  sort  of  folly  at  a  time.  To  get  on 
to  the  horse  was  mildly  idiotic ;  to  pay  for  what  I  was 
going  to  receive  before  I  got  it  would  have  been 
riotously  mad.  Afterwards,  when  the  affair  was  over, 
I  wislied  I  had  paid  the  man  to  let  me  off,  or 
paid  the  assembled  crowd  to  prevent  me  getting  on, 
or  bribed  somebody  else  to  go  instead.  But  who 
can  read  futurity  ?  What  mental  apparatus  could 
have  foreseen  that  the  procession,  almost  funereal  in 
pace,  which  issued  out  of  Scarborough,  Tobago,  that 
afternoon,  would  presently  return  disordered  beyond 
the  power  of  speech  to  express,  and  with  a  celerity 
only  to  be  described  as  telegraphic  ? 

I  say  '  procession,'  because  anything  more  than  two 
constitutes  a  procession  in  this  island,  and  anything 
over  ten  is  regarded  as  a  pageant.  My  party  consisted 
of  four,  all  told.  There  were  '  Napoleon  '  and  myself 
in  the  van,  and  the  rear-guard  was  composed  of  two 
agile  nigger  boys.  These  would  assist  in  the  event  of 
a  wayside  venture,  and  collect  such  curiosities  as  I 
should  point  out  to  them  upon  the  route.     One  was  a 
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policeman's  son,  which  fact  gave  me  a  sort  of  confidence 
in  him. 

The  road  led  upwards,  turning  and  twisting  amidst 
little  thatched  huts  bowered  in  plantain  trees.  Thorny 
cacti  crowned  the  hedges,  and  above  them  towered 
many  a  palm  and  tamarind  and  mango.  Frangipanni 
scented  the  road,  gleaming  in  white,  starry  blossoms 
on  the  gaunt  boughs  of  the  parent  tree  ;  and  a  wilder- 
ness of  purple  and  yellow  convolvulus  littered  the 
underwood  and  festooned  the  foliage.  Upon  either 
hand  ascended  the  wooded  heights  of  the  mountains ; 
and  from  point  to  point,  bursting  upwards  through  rich 
mingled  masses  of  grey,  orange-tawny,  and  green,  there 
flashed  the  bois  immortelle,  brilliant  and  ablaze  with 
flowers  like  the  spikes  of  a  giant  crimson  coral. 

I  directed  my  boys  to  the  right  and  left ;  I  urged 
them  up  trees  and  into  private  gardens  and  elsewhere. 
They  collected  seeds  and  berries  and  wild  fruits ; 
they  picked  sprigs  of  guava,  and  other  instructive 
fragments ;  then  we  reached  a  hut  standing  in  its 
own  grounds.  It  was  rather  an  advanced,  modern 
sort  of  hut,  with  a  door  and  windows  and  other  con- 
veniences. The  grounds  included  a  little  green  puddle 
with  a  muscovy  duck  in  it,  a  cabbage  palm,  a  row  of 
flaming  red  and  yellow  croton  plants  and  some  cocoa 
trees.  The  general  effect  suggested  one  of  Cadbury's 
chocolate  advertisements.  I  reined  in  '  Napoleon,' 
and  shouted  for  somebody  to  come  out  and  barter  with 
me.  I  wanted  a  cocoa  pod  or  two.  These  hung  upon 
the  trunks  of  the  trees,  and  were  very  handsome  in 
coats  of  purple  and  gold. 

Presently  a  naked  baby  waddled  out  of  the  hut — a 
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quaint  and  delightful  product  of  nature,  with  great 
black  eyes,  fat  little  stomach,  and  woolly  little  head.  I 
liked  it  much.     I  even  thought  of  buying  it. 

This  baby  was  followed  by  a  tattered  negress,  to 
whom  I  explained  my  wish. 

"Good  afternoon,  Jane." 

"  Arternoon,  Massa,"  in  the  pathetic,  sing-song, 
negro  voice. 

"  I  want  some  of  your  cocoa-pods,  Jane." 

"  No  give  cocoa-pods  to  Massa.  Dey  not  ripe  to 
pick,  no." 

"  Jane,  this  coin  is  an  English  shilling,  and  has  upon 
its  face  the  picture  of  Her  Majesty  Queen  Victoria. 
Queen  Victoria  owns  this  island,  Jane ;  and  you  are 
her  subject,  and  so  am  I.  Let  me. beg,  Jane,  that  you 
will  sell  me  four  cocoa-pods  without  further  delay." 

The  woman  cheered  up  at  the  sight  of  a  coin,  pushed 
her  brown  velvet  baby  out  of  the  way,  and  presently 
plucked  me  such  produce  as  I  desired. 

"  Thank  you  ;  good  afternoon,  Jane." 

"Tank  you  ;  good  arternoon,  Massa." 

The  plaintive  voice  of  the  Ethiop  still  lingers  upon 
my  ears.  Poor,  happy,  noisy,  laughable,  lazy,  un- 
reliable, exasperating  sons  and  daughters  of  Africa ! 
Not  our  own  flesh  and  blood  ?  So  say  the  West 
Indians.  But  they  seemed  human  enough  to  me,  and 
I  studied  them  pretty  closely.  They  lie  and  thieve  and 
rob  their  employers,  and  carry  off  each  other's  wives, 
and  love  their  babies  ;  they  laugh  and  cry  ;  they  are 
sick  and  sorry ;  and  they  put  on  their  best  things  to 
go  to  church  in  on  Sundays.  If  they  had  higher 
intelligence  and  greater  advantages,  they  would  be  just 
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as  human  as  we  are.  All  the  degraded  instincts  of 
humanity  are  there ;  they  only  want  more  advanced 
civilisation  to  bring  them  out. 

But  I  am  overlooking  my  horse.  The  fact  that  I 
should  have  thus  forgotten  him  is,  of  course,  greatly  to 
his  credit,  and  as  high  a  compliment  as  horse  need 
wish  to  be  paid.  The  trusty  steed  was,  in  fact,  be- 
having like  a  sofa ;  indeed,  I  have  known  easy  chairs 
with  more  devil  in  them.  Never,  perhaps,  did  man 
and  horse  suit  each  other  better.  I  wanted  to  go 
slowly  and  collect  things  from  the  hedges,  and  so  did 
he.  The  matters  he  liked  he  ate.  The  affairs  that 
attracted  me  were  taken  charge  of  by  a  boy.  Some- 
times the  horse  and  I  had  a  fancy  for  the  same  con- 
cern ;  then  it  was  a  toss-up  who  got  it. 

If,  as  conceited  people  declare,  man  is  Nature's  prime 
favourite  ;  if  for  him  all  else  has  been  fashioned  that  he 
may  derive  entertainment,  instruction,  or  other  benefits 
therefrom,  then  the  matter  of  the  lizards  at  Tobago 
should  be  looked  into.  Nothing  is  being  done  with 
them,  and  yet  they  were  placed  there  for  some  set 
purpose,  no  doubt.  They  swarm — indeed,  saurians  of 
every  kind  thrive  well  in  this  island.  Alligators  may 
be  found  somewhere  in  the  backwater  of  a  stream  I  am 
now  riding  to  visit ;  and  iguanas  also  occur,  which  is 
weak  of  them,  because  they  are  eaten  with  delight 
whenever  they  do.  As  for  lizards,  here  they  are  in 
thousands :  black,  grey,  brown,  red-headed,  green- 
backed,  striped,  speckled,  golden-eyed,  large  as  rats, 
small  as  tadpoles,  active,  indolent,  plucky,  and  nervous. 
If  you  should  chance  to  lay  hold  upon  a  lizard  by  the 
tail— a  thing  possible  to  the  energetic — he  will  desert  his 
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appendage  without  an  instant's  hesitation,  and  leave  it 
in  your  hand.  It  is  declared  that  they  grow  new  tails, 
but  I  cannot  speak  to  the  truth  of  that.  One  may  make 
a  fine  collection  of  tails,  and,  as  a  fact,  I  amassed  four 
myself;  but  a  mere  bodiless  tail  is  insipid,  and  at  last 
1  grew  disheartened  with  the  lonely,  unfinished  look 
of  the  things,  and  parted  from  them. 

About  half  a  mile  from  the  waterfall  and  river  I 
designed  to  visit,  '  Napoleon '  began  making  some 
curious  experiments,  with  a  view  to  ascertaining  how 
slowly  it  was  possible  to  progress  without  absolutely 
stopping  dead.  At  times  I  could  detect  no  motion  at 
all,  any  more  than  is  to  be  seen  in  the  hour-hand  of  a 
watch.  It  struck  me,  therefore,  I  would  rest  my  horse 
and  suffer  him  to  recruit  while  I  pushed  on  alone. 
Dismounting,  therefore,  I  gave  him  into  the  keeping 
of  my  two  boys,  and  told  them  I  should  presently 
return. 

The  stream  and  waterfall  were  beautiful  enough, 
buried  in  the  heart  of  a  luxuriant  wilderness.  Great 
trees,  decked  with  veils  of  gre}''  lichen  and  adorned 
with  crimson  and  white  orchid  blossoms,  hung  over  it ; 
other  growths  of  anthurium,  vast-leaved  philodendra, 
ferns,  and  trailing  parasites  innumerable,  covered  the 
steep  banks  and  tree  stems  with  a  glorious  tangle  of 
bewildering  tropical  life ;  and  upon  every  bough  or 
branch,  where  their  flying  seeds  had  found  resting- 
places,  the  little  dog-pines  clustered,  sending  up 
sprightly  heads,  but  bearing  no  fruit.  The  hillsides 
were  rich  in  wild  plantain,  wild  indigo,  guinea-grass, 
cotton,  cashew  and  cabbage  palms ;  one  handsome 
tree    on    the    river's    brink    glowed     with    gorgeous 
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wealth  of  purple  flowers  ;  and,  in  the  little  cups  of 
them,  fluttered  tiny  green  humming-birds,  like  living 
emeralds,  that  flashed  fire  against  the  blue  sky  above. 

The  stream  itself  was  somewhat  similar  to  others 
I  have  seen  at  home  in  Devonshire  and  elsewhere. 
Great  volcanic  boulders  were  liberally  dotted  in  its 
course  ;  and  it  bustled  along  merrily  with  whirls  and 
eddies,  and,  here  and  there,  still,  silent  reaches.  But 
where  brake-fern  and  heather  fringe  my  admired  trout 
streams,  here  I  find  tree  ferns,  and,  perhaps,  prickly 
sensitive-plant,  or  a  great  screen  of  stephanotis. 

Then  I  thought  about  the  alligators,  and  was  glad 
I  had  not  brought  the  horse  along  here,  because  one 
of  these  voracious  reptiles  might  have  marked  my  bony 
steed  down  for  prey ;  in  which  case  there  would  pro- 
bably have  been  one  alligator  less,  and  certainly  one 
horse,  while  I  should  have  had  to  walk  back  to  town. 
It  chanced  that  sundry  black  maidens  were  filling 
calabashes  at  the  stream,  and  them  I  asked  for  news 
respecting  the  aforesaid  saurians.  They  had  nothing 
to  say  about  alligators,  but  gave  me  a  good  deal  of 
information,  mostly  unreliable,  concerning  other  matters. 
They  never  stuck  for  a  word,  and  told  me  the  name 
of  anything  without  a  moment's  hesitation.  But  all 
these  girls  had  different  names  for  the  same  concern : 
they  began  wrangling  among  themselves  and  criticising 
one  another's  knowledge. 

Once  or  twice  I  confounded  them  myself;  and  when 
I  expressed  an  opinion,  gave  a  definite  name  to  any- 
thing, or  made  an  assertion,  they  always  fell  in  with 
it  at  once,  appeared  much  relieved,  and  admitted  that 
I  was  right,  they  were  wrong. 
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They  put  a  name  to  every  tree  and  flower  and  fruit, 
not  because  necessarily  they  knew  the  name,  but 
because  they  assumed  I  did  not,  and  because  they 
fancied  it  gave  me  pleasure  to  note  down  information. 
I  handed  the  girls  a  shilling  presently,  and  they  were 
much  gratified,  and  said  they  should  buy  cakes  with  it. 
For  my  part  I  told  them  that  I  could  think  of  nothing 
better  than  cakes,  unless,  maybe,  toilette  requisites. 
So  we  parted,  they  going  their  flat-footed,  happy  way, 
each  straight  as  a  dart,  with  a  calabash  of  water  on  her 
head  ;  I  returning  to  my  steed  and  his  attendants. 

Upon  reaching  them  I  found  that  '  Napoleon '  and 
one  of  my  boys  had  got  into  trouble,  and  the  second 
boy  was  missing,  A  big  buck  negro,  in  a  high  gale 
of  rage,  came  forward,  holding  the  boy  by  the  ear  and 
the  horse  by  the  bridle. 

"  Hullo  !     What's  the  matter,  John  ?  " 

"  Plenty  matter.  Yo'  boy  a  dam  tief,  sar ;  an*  yo' 
horse  a  dam  tief,  too." 

I  could  see  by  the  look  upon  the  faces  of  the  boy 
and  the  horse  that  he  was  right.  It  appeared  that  the 
horse  had  eaten  about  ten  square  yards  of  this  man's 
pigeon  peas,  and  the  boy  had  been  at  the  bananas.  Of 
course,  it  was  the  policeman's  son. 

"  Bad,  wickedest  boy  in  island,  sar  ;  most  rude, 
'pertinent  young  fellow,  sar." 

The  boy's  interest  was  centred  in  me.  He  evidently 
felt  that  if  I  deserted  him  now  he  was  lost.  Between 
them  my  party  had  misapplied  about  a  dollar's  worth 
of  the  negro's  agricultural  produce.  This  sum  quieted 
him  down ;  he  held  my  horse  while  I  mounted,  and  the 
reprieved  boy  collected  my  things.     Then  we  pushed 
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on,  and,  almost  immediately  afterwards,  my  other  boy 
came  through  a  hole  in  the  hedge.  After  him  he  was 
dragging  divers  quaint  and  utterly  impracticable  curiosi- 
ties. I  checked  him  here  :  I  commended  his  zeal ;  but 
I  was  collecting  curios,  not  this  untutored  boy,  and  I 
pointed  out  that  all  selection  must  be  left  to  me. 
For  him  remained  the  humbler  task  of  obedience,  of 
securing,  at  any  personal  risk,  the  objects  which  my 
judgment  pointed  to  as  being  desirable.  I  therefore 
discarded  half  a  tree  the  boy  had  fetched  along,  and 
told  him,  with  regard  to  a  live  frog  of  enormous  size 
(the  which  he  was  tolerably  certain  I  should  glory  in), 
that  it  must  be  returned  to  its  home.  Then  the  boy 
grew  lazy  and  discouraged,  and  gave  up  trying,  and 
showed  no  further  ambition  to  distinguish  himself  or 
find  choice  treasures. 

And  here  it  is  necessary  to  chronicle  a  disaster. 
We  were  crossing  a  little  bridge,  distant  scarce  three 
hundred  yards  from  our  destination,  when  *  Napoleon,' 
realising  suddenly  that  he  had  reached  his  journey's 
end,  took  a  fancy  to  bring  the  excursion  to  its  con- 
clusion in  style.  Suddenly,  without  a  premonitory 
symptom,  he  broke  into  a  trot.  No  earthquake  or 
volcanic  eruption  was  ever  more  unexpected  or  uncalled 
for ;  and  '  broke '  is  exactly  the  word  to  use,  for,  con- 
cerning this  trot,  it  was  the  most  lamentable,  lopsided, 
irresponsible,  disconnected,  convulsive,  and  inartistic 
thing  that  I  had  ever  seen  a  horse  do.  His  idea  was 
to  show  himself  off.  He  never  thought  about  me.  Of 
course,  I  trotted  too  when  the  shock  of  the  change 
was  past ;  but  my  curiosities  would  not  catch  the 
action,  and  they  began  shooting  out  of  my  pockets  and 
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different  receptacles,  and  getting  lost.  Then  I  tried  to 
urge  him  into  a  gallop,  which  I  imagined  would  be  just 
as  easy  and  showy  for  him,  and  smoother  for  me  and 
my  curios.  However,  he  either  would  not,  or  could 
not,  gallop.  It  then  occurred  to  me  that  he  might  be  a 
natural  *  pacer ' ;  but  though  evidently  a  master  of  most 
equestrian  styles,  '  pacing '  did  not  seem  to  be  his 
forte.  My  local  objects  of  interest  were  now  flying 
about  in  every  direction.  The  horse  had  lost  its 
temper,  and  mine  was  going.  I  endeavoured  to  wound 
his  pride.  "Brute!"  said  I,  "you  sha'n't  show  yourself 
off  at  all.  You  shall  walk  every  yard  of  the  way  home." 
But  when  it  came  to  the  point,  he  simply  refused  to 
walk.  "Then,"  said  I,  "bless  you,  you  shall  stand 
still."  Of  course  he  declined  to  stand  still  for  an 
instant.  It  struck  me  that  if  I  got  off  him  his  feelings 
would  be  hurt,  and  we  might  argue  it  out  better  ;  but 
he  would  not  hear  of  that  for  an  instant  either,  and 
implied  that  any  attempt  to  dismount  must  be  made  at 
my  own  risk.  Then  I  took  the  advice  of  the  boys  and 
smote  him.  I  had  the  sort  of  luck  that  I  generally 
have  when  I  take  advice.  The  boys  were  wrong :  it 
was  not  a  horse  to  hit ;  it  was  not  a  horse  to  touch  ; 
it  was  not  a  horse  to  have  got  on  at  all,  had  I  known  ; 
and  it  was,  as  they  told  me  afterwards,  the  most  diffi- 
cult horse  to  get  off  in  the  West  Indies. 

After  I  hit  him  he  curvetted  about  on  one  leg,  as  if 
he  were  full  of  springs,  snorted  three  times,  and  then 
settled  down  into  a  free,  easy,  and  extremely  rapid 
gait,  which  cheered  me  much,  until  it  suddenly  struck 
me  the  brute  was  running  away.  But  where  ?  Into 
the  sea,  evidently.     There  was  nowhere  else  for  him 
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to  run.  If  he  dashed  on  to  the  wharf  I  was  as  good 
as  dead,  because  it  was  only  a  small  wharf,  and  we 
should  go  over  the  edge  and  sink  down  among  the 
sharks  together ;  if  he  stuck  to  the  beach,  which  I 
believed  ran  all  round  the  island,  it  might  be  possible 
to  turn  the  affair  into  a  circus,  and  so  escape.  I  know 
the  rule  with  runaway  horses  is  to  stop  on  them  as 
long  as  they  will  let  you.  He  hesitated  upon  reaching 
the  wharf,  then  bounded  forward  on  to  the  sands,  and 
tore  along  with  unabated  speed.  Even  at  that  moment, 
the  only  idea  in  my  mind  was  one  of  amazement  that 
the  vile,  hypochondriacal  horse  could  flash  out  in  this 
way,  and  should  have  thus  concealed  all  his  latent 
energy  from  my  experienced  eye. 

We  must  have  presented  a  magnificent  spectacle  to 
onlookers.  I  felt  the  affair  ought  to  have  been  printed 
in  colours,  and  sent  to  a  Christmas  number.  '  Racing 
from  Cannibals  '  would  not  have  been  a  bad  title,  or 
'The  King's  Courier,'  or  'The  Coming  Tide.'  Inland 
there  was  a  row  of  cocoa-nut  palms  fringing  the  strand. 
Beneath  these  palms  resided  negroes  in  little  huts  ; 
and  now  many  men,  women,  and  children  rushed  out 
to  see  me  fly  by,  and  howled  and  screamed,  and 
mentioned  that,  at  a  place  farther  on,  the  sand  stopped, 
and  rocks  and  deep  pools  took  its  place.  I  thanked 
them,  and  felt  that  if  their  facts  were  right,  my  tropical 
experiences  had  now  come  to  an  end.  Presently  I  saw 
what  they  described  ahead,  and  had  just  begun  Wonder- 
ing whether  it  would  be  better  to  make  an  effort  and 
get  off",  when,  some  important  piece  of  string  breaking 
under  the  horse,  I  suddenly  dismounted,  together  with 
the  saddle  and  several  other  things.     How   it   came 
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about  that  '  Napoleon '  did  not  brain  me  as  I  fell, 
nobody  could  explain. 

By  the  time  I  recovered  and  counted  my  limbs  and 
joints  and  talked  a  little  to  the  people,  some  officious 
idiots  had  managed  to  capture  the  horse,  tie  on  its 
trappings  again,  and  bring  it  back  to  me,  subdued  and 
crushed.  They  asked  me  if  I  were  going  to  ride  again  ; 
but  I  said  I  proposed  walking  back,  just  for  a  change, 
so  that  I  might  pick  up  shells  and  look  at  the  sunset. 
Then  they  asked  me  where  they  should  take  the  local 
horse;  and  I  lost  my  temper  entirely,  and  told  them. 

My  white  friends  declared  afterwards  that  I  was 
very  lucky  to  have  seen  '  Napoleon '  at  his  best.  He 
was  one  of  the  wonders  of  the  island,  they  explained. 

"That  horse  has  good  blood  hidden  away  in  it 
somewhere,  though  you  would  never  think  so,"  said 
the  Harbour  Master  of  Tobago. 

"  For  that  matter,  so  have  I,  and  I  want  to  keep 
it  in  me,  not  sprinkle  a  tropical  beach  with  it,"  I 
answered. 

Of  course,  if  heredity  was  responsible  for  my  horse's 
conduct,  the  case  against  him  appeared  altered  in  some 
measure.  But  when  I  next  went  exploring  I  chose  a 
mean,  perfectly  abject  horse,  that  everybody  assured 
me  had  not  a  solitary  drop  of  good  blood  hidden  away 
in  it  anywhere — a  sort  of  horse  that  dawdled  and 
yawned  through  life,  and  was  always  leaning  up  against 
things  to  rest. 


CHAPTER   XIV. 

Conversation — A  West  Indian  Dinner — Jumbies — Loups-garou 
— Obi — Sunday  Morning — A  Service  Free  to  All — Origin- 
ality of  Mendicants — Incident  of  Endeavour  to  obtain  an 
Allegorical  Photograph — Sport — I  destroy  a  Private  Parrot, 
and  a  Humming-bird — Washing — The  Romance  of  a  Cocoa- 
nut — Turtles — Farewell  to  Tobago. 

I  DO  not  think  that  anywhere  in  the  West  Indies 
you  shall  find  kinder  and  more  warm-hearted  white 
folks  than  in  Tobago.  The  Harbour  Master  is  a  host 
in  himself ;  so  is  the  Doctor  of  the  island  ;  so  are  a 
dozen  others.  And  all  their  wives  understand  hospi- 
tality in  a  sense  we  at  home  have  no  idea  of. 

Upon  the  day  after  my  affair  with  *  Napoleon/  I 
played  lawn-tennis  in  public,  to  show  Tobago  generally 
that  no  lifelong  hurt  had  accrued  to  me ;  and  between 
the  setts  it  was  my  privilege  to  enjoy  some  conversation 
with  a  pretty  woman.  She  had  lived  in  Tobago  all 
her  short,  happy  life;  and  she  led  me  to  understand 
that  it  was  a  very  gay,  advanced  place,  well  abreast  of 
the  times,  full  of  society  and  gaiety  and  all  the  latest 
developments  of  civilisation.     She  said  : 

"  You  know  I'm  always  so  thankful  that  I  live  in  a 
town.  I  think  country  life  must  be  so  dull,  don't  you  ? 
It  would  kill  me,  I  know  it  would." 

To  appreciate  this  reflection,  it  must  be  remembered 
164 
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that  Scarborough,  Tobago,  is  about  as  small  and  sleepy 
a  centre  of  human  activity  as  you  could  find  on  the 
face  of  the  globe.     I  said  : 

"  For  my  part,  I  like  peace  and  quiet.  Ceaseless 
noise  and  bustle,  and  uproar,  and  fighting  crowds,  and 
mad,  endless  struggles  for  existence  frighten  me.  The 
fever  heat  of  towns  bewilders  me,  and  always  makes  me 
long  to  creep  away  to  some  rural,  humble  spot  where 
I  can  count  the  '  madding  crowd '  upon  the  fingers  of 
one  hand." 

She  said  :  "  Yes,  I  quite  know  what  you  mean.  I 
feel  almost  dazzled  sometimes  too." 

We  dined  that  night  with  the  Doctor  of  Tobago,  and 
our  host's  kind  wife,  with  admirable  forethought, 
arranged  a  typical  West  Indian  repast  for  our  gratifi- 
cation. 

We  had  tree  oysters — pleasant  bivalves  which  live 
upon  the  roots  of  water-side  trees — gourd  soup, 
snapper-fish,  boiled  yams  and  plantains,  muscovy 
ducks,  cocoa-nut  pudding,  cheese,  and  the  fruits  of  the 
land.  These  last  included  a  very  choice  mango  of 
small  size  and  exceeding  sweetness.  But  the  ripe 
mango  is  a  difficult  thing  to  manage  gracefully  in 
public.  Its  juicy  properties  render  it  all  but  unmanage- 
able. Mangoes  may  be  eaten  with  comfort  only  in 
your  bath  ;  and  even  then  they  spoil  the  bath. 

After  this  excellent  repast,  the  Doctor  of  Tobago 
was  called  away  to  a  deathbed,  and  we  all  sat  out 
under  the  verandah  and  smoked  and  waited  for  him  to 
come  back.  The  air  was  full  of  a  busy  hum  of  insect 
and  chirp  of  frog.  Fireflies  spangled  the  gloom,  flash- 
ing  their    tiny    lamps    high'  and    low,    sprinkling    the 
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foliage  with  a  twinkling,  dancing  intermittent  brightness, 
and  greatly  beautifying  the  night.  I  secured  one  and 
placed  him  in  a  matchbox,  where  he  worried  a  good 
deal  and  became  much  put  out  every  way. 

When  the  Doctor  of  Tobago  returned  to  us  he  said 
that  his  patient  had  died,  but  he  quite  justified  the 
event  and  exonerated  himself  by  explaining  that  the 
deceased  was  a  venerable  negress,  generally  believed 
to  be  over  a  hundred  years  old. 

Then  arose  a  distant  weird  sound  of  wailing  and 
ululation.  It  was,  we  learned,  the  screaming  of 
mourners.  They  would  sit  round  the  dead  woman's 
cottage  all  night  and  sing  a  dirge  to  keep  away  Jumbies. 

A  Jumby  is  an  extremely  sinister  evil  spirit  with 
ghoulish  tendencies.  A  deathbed  is  his  particular 
weakness  ;  but,  as  might  be  expected,  he  has  no  music 
in  his  wicked  soul,  and  a  negro  chorus,  persisted  in, 
arrests  the  progress  of  the  most  eager  Jumby. 

Superstition  is  deeply  rooted  in  the  black  man's 
nature.  The  distant  songsters  will  all  go  to  church  to- 
morrow and  conduct  themselves  with  entire  propriety  ; 
but  Jumbies  and  Obi  are  still  as  much  a  part  of 
Quashie's  beliefs — as  sacred  and  as  real — as  anything 
the  missionaries  have  taught  him.  Those  well-meaning 
mourners  afforded  a  happy  example  of  the  new  order 
blending  with  the  old.  They  were  discouraging  and 
harassing  the  Jumbies  with  "  Hymns  Ancient  and 
Modern  "  ! 

Another  Ethiopian  monster,  akin  to  the  vampire  or 
wer-wolf,  is  the  loup-garou.  These  have  similar  vile 
tendencies  as  the  Jumbies.  Loups-garou,  however, 
are  addicted  to  habits  which  render  them  assailable. 
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They  always  take  off  their  skins  when  at  work,  to  be 
cooler  no  doubt,  and  they  invariably  hide  these  cover- 
ings at  the  root  of  a  silk-cotton  tree.  If  anybody  finds 
a  skin,  he  can  put  the  loup-garou  who  owns  it  in  an 
extremely  awkward  position ;  because,  if  not  returned, 
the  owner  catches  a  chill  and  grows  faint  and  poorly 
from  exposure,  and  ultimately  fades  away  altogether. 

The  cult  of  Obeah  certainly  dies  hard.  In  fact,  it 
does  not  die,  for  a  negro  would  as  soon  speak  dis- 
respectfully of  his  grandparents  as  criticise  an  Obi  man. 

Only  recently  an  estate-owner,  in  self-defence,  had 
to  summon  Obeah  to  his  aid  and  consult  a  professor  of 
it.  Nocturnal  thieves  were  stealing  this  gentleman's 
sugar-canes  in  tremendous  quantities,  and  Christianity 
and  the  eighth  commandment  went  for  nothing.  Then 
a  black  wizard  put  the  entire  plantation  under  Obi  :  a 
high-sounding  performance,  which  merely  consisted  in 
tying  empty  bottles  and  bright-coloured  rags  to  the 
outlying  canes.  But  the  purpose  was  effectually 
answered :  not  another  sugar-cane  disappeared. 

After  an  inspection  of  our  host's  extremely  fine 
collection  of  stone  implements — doubtless  fragments  of 
those  with  which  aforetime  the  plucky  Caribs  drove 
French  intruders  from  their  island — we  brought  a 
particularly  pleasant  evening  to  a  close,  and  returned 
through  a  firefly-lighted  night  to  our  floating  home. 

The  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  after  muster  and 
Divine  service  on  the  deck,  a  few  eager  worshippers 
went  ashore  to  church,  and  enjoyed  a  pleasant  morning 
of  prayer  and  song.  The  holy  building  was  fairly  cool 
and  very  well  ventilated.  Indeed,  so  numerous  and  so 
widely  thrown  open  were  the  doors  and  windows,  that 
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all  manner  of  God's  creatures  flew  or  walked  in 
from  time  to  time.  They  trotted  or  fluttered  about, 
attracted  no  attention,  stayed  for  a  psalm  or  hymn, 
probably  derived  benefit,  and  went  out  before  the 
offertory.  Dogs,  birds,  and  goats  all  patronised  the 
quiet  Protestant  service  in  turn,  and  a  small  sugar-bird, 
with  a  yellow  gown  and  a  little  black  cap,  perched  in 
the  pulpit,  and  preached  a  merry,  optimistic  sermon, 
from  notes,  about  the  beauty  of  being  contented  and 
making  yourself  at  home  anywhere.  We  had  a 
chequered  choir,  assisted  by  two  rows  of  female 
choristers  rainbow-clad.  The  negroes  only  care  to 
praise  their  Maker  in  their  best  and  brightest  raiment. 
After  church  they  rush  home  and  doff  their  brilliant 
frocks,  and  old-fashioned  beaver  hats,  and  neckcloths, 
and  gloves,  and  boots,  and  parasols,  and  stockings ; 
appearing  once  again  in  everyday  attire.  That  con- 
gregation joined  with  heart  and  voice  in  the  music, 
and  behaved  in  every  respect  admirably.  A  brown 
clergyman  read  and  prayed  with  plaintive,  sing-song, 
vVest  Indian  voice ;  and  a  white  minister,  who  is 
spending  his  brief  holiday  in  Tobago,  preached  the 
sermon.  It  was  ponderous  and  orthodox,  and  made 
him  very  hot  in  the  delivery ;  but  it  lacked  the  force 
and  freshness  and  quaint  turns  of  the  sugar-bird's 
discourse.  The  black  congregation  wrapped  up  nearly 
half  its  offerings  in  paper.  By  doing  so  a  giver's 
next  neighbour  could  not  see  and  criticise  the  donation. 
They  are  quaint  and  pleasing  Ethiopians  at  Tobago  in 
many  little  ways. 

I  liked  the  small  negro  boys  best  myself.    These  look 
at  you  with  a  wondering  expression  of  simple  awe  and 
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humble  respect  in  their  great  brown  eyes.  If  you  are 
cross,  they  run  to  heel  and  shiver ;  if  you  beam  upon 
them  and  laugh,  they  scream  with  delight  and  frisk 
about,  and,  in  fact,  conduct  themselves  like  companion- 
able dogs.  They  are  not  as  trustworthy  as  most  dogs, 
but  they  show  a  sort  of  clumsy  animal  gratitude  for  any 
attention  or  kind  word ;  and,  whatever  West  Indians 
may  declare  to  the  contrary,  I  believe  the  average 
negro,  whether  youth  or  adult,  will  do  more  for  a  word 
than  a  blow,  provided  the  word  is  spoken  with  a  little 
consideration.  Exasperating  to  the  verge  of  madness 
Quashie  undoubtedly  is,  but  there  are  points  of 
extremely  interesting  nature  about  him,  and  a  man 
may  easily  learn  things  worth  knowing  from  the  study 
of  his  peculiar  character. 

The  coloured  beggars,  for  instance,  are  very  instruct- 
ive. They  never  ask  for  less  than  a  shilling  or 
sixpence  ;  which  is  bold  but  business-like,  because  it 
amuses  strangers,  and  often  produces  a  copper  or  two 
where  the  mere  demand  for  that  conventional  coin  must 
have  attracted  no  attention  whatever.  In  this  they 
grasp  the  corner-stone  of  business. 

That  Sunday  morning  we  lunched  ashore,  and, 
afterwards,  the  Doctor,  photographic  apparatus  in  hand, 
called  with  me  upon  the  Harbour  Master.  Whilst 
waiting  for  our  friend  in  his  garden,  we  arranged 
a  very  beautiful  allegorical  group  for  the  Doctor  to 
perpetuate.  The  steps  of  the  Harbour  Master's  house 
were  admirably  adapted  to  suit  our  purpose.  We 
collected  divers  small  black  folks  out  of  the  highway, 
and  arranged  them  amid  croton  plants  and  ferns  and 
tropical  foliage.     Then  we  procured  an  adult  or  two. 
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and  when  all  was  artistically  blended  and  grouped, 
I  reclined  in  the  midst,  with  a  Panama  hat  on  the 
side  of  my  head,  and  a  cigar  in  my  mouth,  and  one 
hand  upon  the  round,  woolly  pate  of  a  baby  Ethiop. 
As  I  say,  the  whole  thing  was  an  allegory,  showing  the 
British  lion  lying  down  with  the  African  black  lamb, 
and  suggesting  civilisation,  and  peace,  and  progress, 
arriving  arm  in  arm,  at  the  savage  heart  of  the  tropics. 
Had  it  come  out  right,  such  a  picture  would  have  been 
a  happy  thing  to  frame  and  sell  to  missionaries  and 
zealous  workers  in  and  for  foreign  lands  generally ;  but, 
at  a  critical  moment,  when  the  Doctor  had  uncovered 
his  lens,  and  the  tableau  was  being  perpetuated,  our 
Harbour  Master  hurried  out  of  his  dwelling,  failed 
to  see  what  was  going  on,  and  only  observed  half  the 
negro  population  of  Tobago  reclining  gracefully  upon 
his  doorsteps.  With  expressions  too  strong  for  the 
occasion  or  the  day,  he  began  kicking  the  allegory  to 
pieces,  and  asking  it  how  it  dared  to  arrange  itself  like 
that  on  his  premises.  Not  until  he  discovered  me 
under  the  ruins,  and  heard  the  Doctor's  lurid  expression 
of  dismay,  did  that  Harbour  Master  of  Tobago  know 
what  a  thing  he  had  done.  Instead  of  an  idyllic  vision 
of  human  equality  and  happiness,  the  photograph  would 
now  simply  show  a  herd  of  alarmed  and  flying  negroes, 
with  me  sitting  on  the  ground,  gazing  in  disgust  upon  a 
ferocious  Harbour  Master.  Of  course  he  was  extremely 
sorry,  but  I  consoled  him  in  some  degree.     I  said : 

"  It  doesn't  much  matter.  I  wanted  a  figurative, 
symbolical  sort  of  affair,  showing  civihsation  coming  to 
the  heathen.  You  have  altered  the  rendering,  that  is 
all.     The  original  photograph  would  have  been  merely 
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old-fashioned  and  conventional,  and  beautiful  ;  now  it 
will  be  realistic  and  ugly  and  true." 

That  Day  of  Rest  passed  peacefully  and  uneventfully 
away.  We  were  to  sail  on  the  following  afternoon, 
and  next  morning  I  designed  to  bring  off  a  shooting 
expedition. 

This  I  did  with  considerable  success.  Borrowing 
the  Treasure's  gun  at  dawn,  I  reached  the  wharf  before 
the  sun  was  fairly  up,  secured  sundry  small  boys  to 
retrieve  the  spoil,  and  started  for  the  interior.  The 
Tobago  birds  were  inclined  to  be  sociable  at  that 
early  hour,  and  sport  was  therefore  good.  One  un- 
pleasantness only  marred  the  pleasure  of  the  morning. 
It  chanced  that  I  had  to  go  into  a  private  garden  to 
destroy  a  rather  remarkable  bird  which  was  sitting 
on  a  tree-stump  outside  a  negro's  hut.  The  bird  had  a 
green  body  and  a  red  head,  and  altogether  appeared  to 
me  a  typical  tropical  fowl.  So  I  shot  him  off  the  stump, 
and  had  just  picked  him  up,  when  a  coloured  man  came 
out  of  the  hut. 

"  O  me  Gord,  sar,  what  you  do  on  dis  Ian' — dis 
private  Ian'  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  No  harm,  be  sure  of  that,  John,"  I  said.  "  A 
curious  bird  settled  in  your  garden  and  I  wanted  it,  so 
I  took  the  liberty  of  shooting  it.     Here  it  is." 

Then  it  came  out  that  the  green  bird  was  a  sort  of 
tame  parrot  the  man  had  owned  for  years — one  of  the 
family,  in  fact.  A  negress  came  out  and  cried  bitterly 
over  the  corpse,  and  John  got  into  such  a  towering 
passion  that  emotion  simply  prevented  him  from  saying 
the  hard  things  he  had  ready. 

I  apologised  frankly  and  in  no    grudging  spirit.     I 
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said :  "  John,  forgive  me  ;  Jane,  I  beg  of  you  to  over- 
look this  unhappy  incident.  I  would  rather  have  shot 
anything  on  the  island  than  your  pet  parrot.  I  thought 
the  bird  was  just  a  garish  freak  of  nature  given  into 
my  hand  by  Providence.  I  had  not  the  faintest  notion 
anybody  else  in  the  world  was  interested  in  it,  much 
less  connected  with  it.  Consent  to  make  the  matter  a 
question  of  money,  John.  I  shall  be  miserable  if  you 
refuse  to  let  me  pay  for  it." 

He  did  not  refuse.  In  fact,  he  drove  rather  a  hard 
bargain,  and  we  haggled  about  that  defunct  green  bird 
for  fully  five  minutes.  But  I  had  not  the  heart  to  beat 
him  down  much.  Still,  one  must  be  just  to  oneself. 
John  put  a  purely  fancy  price  on  his  parrot.  Moreover, 
shooting  the  thing  had  not  improved  it  at  all.  The 
butcher  stuffed  it  for  me  afterwards,  and  put  glass  eyes 
into  it;  and  it  moulted  coming  home,  and  attracted 
ants,  and  finally  grew  to  be  such  a  weird,  bizarre, 
unlovable  burlesque  of  a  bird,  that  I  got  frightened  of 
it,  and  discarded  it,  dropping  the  poor  ruin  after  other 
abortive  curiosities  into  the  ocean. 

Then,  pushing  forward,  I  slaughtered  uneventfully, 
shooting  blue  birds,  and  yellow,  and  black-and-white, 
and  grey.  At  last  the  achievement  which  I  had  par- 
ticularly set  myself  was  accomplished,  and  I  shot  an 
emerald  humming-bird.  Feeling  that  the  ornitholo- 
gical possibilities  of  Tobago  were  now  in  a  measure  ex- 
hausted, I  returned  to  the  shore  and  thence  to  the  ship. 

Our  washing  came  on  board  after  breakfast — a  fact 
not  in  itself  universally  interesting,  but  worth  the  ink 
used  to  mention  it,  because  West  Indian  laundresses 
have  some  marked  peculiarities  and  hold  most  original 
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views  about  starch.  They  starch  that  which  they 
ought  not  to  starch,  and  leave  limp  that  which  they 
ought  to  stiffen.  Thus  they  will  work  up  the  back 
of  a  shirt  until  it  approaches  the  consistency  of 
armour  and  renders  it  impossible  to  recline  with 
comfort  or  move  with  grace ;  but  the  front  and  cuffs 
of  the  garment  will  very  probably  be  overlooked 
altogether.  They  even  starch  pocket-handkerchiefs ; 
which  is  really  a  monstrous  action.  You  might  as  well 
try  to  blow  your  nose  in  a  piece  of  sheet  iron  as  a 
handkerchief  that  has  been  starched  in  Tobago.  But 
they  do  not  understand  pocket-handkerchiefs,  and  only 
a  few  of  the  more  advanced  even  carry  them. 

A  great  consignment  of  cargo  reached  us  during  the 
morning  of  that  final  day  in  this  attractive  island. 
Cocoa-nuts  came  off  in  thousands,  and  a  large  number 
of  turtle  arrived  also.  A  nut-grower  stands  at  the 
gangway,  and  watches  his  crop  lowered  down  into  the 
hold  of  the  Rhine.  He  gives  me  some  very  interesting 
particulars  concerning  cocoa-nuts  generally,  and  assures 
me  that  the  business  is  by  no  means  so  profitable  as 
in  the  past.  Formerly  every  thousand  nuts  would 
produce  a  clear  profit  of  £2  to  the  grower.  Now  trade 
languishes,  and  the  returns  have  fallen  very  low. 

As  I  watched  those  great  sacks  coming  up  over  the 
side,  five  at  a  time,  I  wove  a  romance  round  a  Tobago 
cocoa-nut,  picturing  his  life  from  the  cradle  of  swaying 
palm-crown  to  the  grave  far  away  on  a  civilised  shore. 
I  imagined  him  as  starting  from  the  West  Indies  with 
numerous  friends,  as  reaching  London,  passing  through 
a  few  different  hands,  and  making  his  English  debut 
at  Epsom  on  Derby  Day.     The  humble  tradesman,  in 
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whose  hands  he  now  finds  himself,  erects  him  upon  a 
stick  and  lets  it  be  generally  known,  with  full  blast  of 
stentorian  lungs,  that  all  and  sundry  may  enjoy  three 
consecutive  opportunities  of  knocking  our  tropical 
friend  off  his  pedestal  for  the  sum  of  one  penny.  Anon 
a  lordling  passes  that  way.  He  has  won  great  store 
of  money,  and  is  celebrating  victory  after  the  manner 
of  his  kind.  With  inebriated  jocularity  he  enters  the 
arena,  and  presently  hurls  our  Tobago  cocoa-nut  into 
the  dust.  Then,  amidst  laughter  from,  friends  and 
spectators,  he  pockets  the  spoil  and  proceeds  upon  his 
way.  After  that,  my  plot  thickened.  I  mixed  women 
with  the  story,  and  a  will,  and  a  fortune,  and  a  rascally 
next-of-kin  uncle,  and  other  original  touches  of  that 
kind.  As  the  gay  lordling  drives  recklessly  home  to 
his  country  seat,  somewhere  near  Epsom,  he  takes  a 
short  cut  through  a  lonely  lane.  There  is  a  flash  of 
fire  from  a  hedge — a  shock — a  fall.  The  lordling 
shoots  off  the  box-seat  of  his  drag  and  falls  heels 
over  head  in  a  ditch.  But  has  the  next-of-kin  uncle 
really  carried  out  his  abominable  scheme  ?  Oh  no. 
That  cocoa-nut  got  between  the  bullet  and  the  lordling's 
vital  centres ;  and  as  he  lay  in  his  ditch  he  felt  the 
milk  of  the  faithful  cocoa-nut  pouring  down  inside  his 
clothes,  and  thought  that  it  must  be  his  own  life's 
blood.  But  finding  that  dissolution  did  not  set  in,  the 
aristocrat  arose  and  went  home  and  sent  for  a  medical 
man,  and  presently  ascertained  that  he  was  uninjured. 
Then  he  thanked  Heaven,  and  turned  over  a  new  leaf 
and  married  the  right  woman ;  and  had  my  cocoa-nut 
set  in  silver,  and  used  it  as  an  offertory  box  for  the 
heathen.     The  next-of-kin  uncle  went  mad  with  dis- 
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appointment.  1  worked  a  little  pathos  into  him  towards 
the  finish,  because  he  was  an  old,  old  man,  and  it 
seemed  a  cruel  thing  that  he  should  get  all  his  worldly 
plans  for  private  happiness  knocked  to  pieces  by  a 
mere  cocoa-nut. 

Concerning  the  turtles,  I  had  already  seen  them  on 
shore.  There  they  were  being  branded  upon  their 
yellow  chests  with  a  hot  iron.  Presently  they  came 
out  to  us  in  a  lighter,  were  hoisted  on  board  by  the 
fins,  and  deposited  in  shallow  wooden  tanks  filled  with 
sea  water.  Here  they  struggled  and  gasped  and 
gurgled  miserably  for  some  while,  then  settled  down 
and  gave  up  all  hope  and  prepared  for  the  worst. 
Their  outlook  is  deplorable  from  every  point  of  view. 
They  will  be  starved  for  three  weeks,  by  which  time, 
if  still  alive,  they  will  have  reached  England.  Then 
their  throats  will  be  cut,  and  they  will  go  through  a 
process  or  two  and  end  by  becoming  soup.  Personally, 
I  shall  never  feel  quite  the  same  to  this  attractive 
liquid,  now  I  know  exactly  what  its  unhappy  producers 
suffer  in  their  last  days. 

The  excellent  Treasure  of  these  jottings  has  been 
overtaken  by  a  rather  curious  Nemesis  :  his  attitude 
towards  curiosities  suddenly  changed,  and  the  spirit  of 
the  collector  settled  down  upon  him.  He  called  me 
into  his  cabin  after  lunch,  showed  me  a  very  poor 
specimen  of  an  extremely  common  seed-pod,  and  said, 
in  a  shamefaced,  nervous  way : 

"  That's  rather  interesting,  isn't  it  ?  I — I  dragged 
it  down  off  a  tree  yesterday,  when  nobody  was  looking." 

I  said  : 

"Your  pluck  is  only  equalled    by   your  judgment. 
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The  fragment  is  interesting  undoubtedly,  but  a  paltry 
example.  The  day  before  yesterday  I  gathered  several 
better  specimens  of  the  same  seed,  and  brought  them 
on  board  among  some  things  of  great  interest,  all  of 
which  you  considered  rubbish.  However,  let  that  pass. 
I  shall  be  proud  to  give  you  one  of  my  seed-pods." 

He  stood  this  patiently,  and  I  thought  penitently,  at 
the  time  ;  but  he  was  not  really  penitent ;  he  only 
waited  the  first  opportunity  to  hit  back.  This  came 
immediately  afterwards.  I  was  showing  him  my 
humming-bird,  and  perhaps  taking  too  much  credit 
for  having  secured  it.     I  said : 

"  Mind  you,  it  is  not  everybody  who  can  say  that 
they  have  shot  a  humming-bird." 

"  No,"  he  replied,  "  and  it  isn't  everybody  who  would 
be  fool  enough  to  say  so  even  if  they  had.  You  may 
not  know  it,  but  'plumaged'  birds  are  most  rigidly 
protected  in  these  parts.  You  have  made  yourself 
liable  to  a  penalty  of  fifty  or  a  hundred  pounds  for 
your  morning's  work." 

Then  I  hid  my  humming-bird  in  a  remote  recess  of 
the  ship  and  let  the  matter  drop,  and  wanted  to  know 
why  we  did  not  start.  It  is  clear  that  the  Treasure 
and  I  have  exchanged  natures.  While  he  now  collects 
curios,  I  borrow  his  gun  and  wander  abroad  and  shoot 
many  things  which  I  ought  not  to  shoot. 

Several  people  came  off  to  drink  tea  and  see  the 
last  of  us.  They  all  appeared  to  pick  up  the  same 
topic  of  conversation  ;  and,  whereas  that  morning  I  had 
been  in  absolute  ignorance  concerning  the  crime  of 
destroying  birds,  now  I  heard  of  that  fifty-pound  fine 
from  about  twenty  different  sources.     I  said : 
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"  Quite  right,  too.  These  Hving  jewels  in  Nature's 
crown  must  be  protected.  It  is  monstrous  that  brutal, 
irresponsible,  so-called  '  sportsmen '  should  slaughter 
and  destroy  these  rare  and  beautiful  things.  Put  your 
feet  down  firmly,  you  men  of  Tobago,  and  enforce  the 
penalty  to  the  last  farthing." 

Then  I  sneaked  below  to  see  if  my  humming-bird 
was  going  on  all  right. 

Anon  we  parted  with  sorrow  from  all  our  kind  new 
friends,  fired  a  gun,  weighed  anchor,  and  steamed 
away. 

Upon  the  night  of  our  departure,  the  Chief  Engineer 
of  the  RhinCy  an  admirable  officer,  whose  genial  qualities 
have  not  been  sufficiently  insisted  upon,  invited  us  to 
visit  him  in  his  place  of  business.  Borrowing  a  foul- 
weather  suit  from  my  friend  the  Fourth  Officer,  I  plunged 
down  into  the  fiery  bowels  of  the  ship,  and  examined 
all  the  wonders  of  the  marine  engine,  together  with  the 
electric-lighting  apparatus  and  other  concerns  of  interest. 
We  explored  the  engine-room,  screw-tunnel,  bunkers 
and  stokehole ;  we  beheld  the  giant  shaft  of  the  screw 
revolving  upon  oiled  supports,  noted  the  terrific  stroke 
of  the  pistons,  observed  dynamos,  reversing  gear,  pumps, 
steam-condensers,  eccentrics,  and  other  bewildering 
and  instructive  matters,  some  silent  and  motionless, 
some  whirling,  or  groaning  or  flying  round,  or  up  and 
down,  or  popping  in  and  out.  How  our  Chief  Engineer 
can  keep  in  close  touch  with  this  great  mystery,  how 
he  can  fathom  its  delicate  constitution,  or  instantly 
diagnose  and  locate  any  trivial  complaint,  appears  a 
marvellous  thing  to  ignorant  spectators.  As  to  the  stoke- 
hole, it  is  far  hotter  than  any  place  I  have  been  in  yet. 

12 


CHAPTER  XV. 

•'Atlantis" — The  Complete  Letter-writer — Gros  Piton  and  Petit 
Piton  —  Snakes  —  Castries  —  St.  Lucia  —  More  about  the 
Caribs — A  Ride  up  Morne  Fortune — My  Piebald — Fer-de- 
lance — The  Doctor's  Familiarity  with  Short  Cuts — A 
Pleasant   Luncheon — The   Octopus. 

EVERYBODY  remembers  the  dismay  that  shook 
British  hearts  when  Mr.  Ignatius  Donelly  wrote 
his  book  about  Shakespeare,  Personally,  I  have  almost 
forgotten  that  treatise,  though  I  perfectly  recollect  the 
dismay.  But  Mr.  Donelly's  other  great  work  strikes 
dismay  into  no  bosom.  If  any  corns  are  trodden  upon 
in  this  volume,  they  must  be  Dame  Nature's  own, 
for  "Atlantis"  is  written  to  show  that  the  West  Indian 
Islands  were  all  part  of  one  vast  continent  which  now 
lies  beneath  the  ocean.  Supported  by  science,  reason, 
and  logic,  the  author  proves  his  beliefs  to  the  hilt ; 
but  having  done  so,  he  turns  round  rather  meanly  upon 
his  trio  of  supporters,  and  proceeds  to  perform  a  feat 
which  none  of  them  can  be  expected  to  sympathise 
with.  When  he  has  re-created  his  domain,  has  erected 
its  mighty  mountains,  spread  forth  its  gorgeous  plains, 
rolled  out  its  broad  rivers — when,  in  fact,  "  Atlantis  " 
first,  at  Donelly's  command,  has  arisen  from  out  the 
azure  main,  he  calmly  places  the  Garden  of  Eden  in 

178 


THE  FRENCHMAN.  179 

the  midst  of  it :  for  which  action  there  can  be  but  scant 
authority. 

A  view  of  the  Northern  Lesser  Antilles,  as  one  after 
another  they  rise  over  the  sea  like  clouds,  grow  near 
and  green  and  fertile,  tower  their  verdure-clad  sides  up 
into  the  blue  sky,  kiss  the  grey  and  golden  mists  that 
hide  their  peaks,  and  then  slowly  vanish  like  clouds 
again, — a  view  of  these  tropical  islets  strongly  supports 
the  American  author's  theory.  They  lie  in  a  great 
semicircle,  and  no  particularly  vivid  conceit  is  needed 
to  connect  them  and  greatly  extend  their  borders, 
until  imagination  finally  places  the  steamship  Rhine 
high  and  dry,  like  a  second  Ark,  in  the  middle  of 
Atlantis. 

Our  next  new  port  was  St.  Lucia,  with  which 
exquisite,  reptile-haunted  fragment  of  English  territory 
this  chapter  is  concerned. 

Only  one  circumstance  of  interest,  and  that  painful, 
marred  our  journey  to  Castries,  St.  Lucia.  It  arose 
from  the  conduct  of  a  French  passenger. 

The  affair  really  embraced  a  series  of  incidents ;  for 
this  Gaul  really  made  the  lives  of  people  a  burden  by 
grumbling  from  morning  until  night  about  everything 
and  everybody.  He  appeared  to  think  the  ship  was 
full  of  secret  societies,  which  had  all  leagued  together 
that  his  peace  of  mind  might  be  destroyed.  First  the 
black  waiters,  then  the  officers,  then  the  passengers 
were  accused  by  him.  At  meals  he  was  terrible.  He 
said  once : 

"  See !  Again  the  stale  bread,  and  everybody  else 
have  fresh.  Again  the  cold  soup,  and  everybody  else 
have  the  hot.     Again  the  leg  of  fowl,  and  everybody 
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else  have  breast  and  wing  and  liver.     It  is  shameful. 
The  black  devil  gargons,  they  conspire  to  kill  me." 

He  was  on  the  ship  about  forty-eight  hours,  and, 
during  that  period,  wrote  twelve  letters  to  the  Captain, 
setting  forth  his  woes.  These  were  duly  handed  to 
our  Treasure,  in  his  official  capacity ;  and  he  designs 
to  have  them  framed  in  oak  with  gilt  beading,  when  he 
can  afford  it.     Here  is  a  sample  communication : 

"Dear  Captain, — You,  next  to  God,  being  Captain  of  this 
ship,  I  writes  once  again  that  you  may  know  how  things  make 
on  this  your  vessel.  To-day  I  have  contretemps  with  egg-flip 
at  bar.  The  man  charge  me  for  egg-flip  which  was  not  egg-flip 
at  all,  but  young  fowl,  Captain ;  and  by  consequence  I  vomit 
him  on  main-deck. 

"It  is  shameful.  Notwithstanding,  the  man  charge  me  one 
shilling,  which  is  most  shameful  still.  Fear  not  that  Messieurs 
the  Steam  Packet  Company  shall  hear. 

"  I  remain,  yours  to  command." 

That  gives  a  good  idea  of  the  others.  Each  reminded 
the  Captain  that,  after  all,  he  was  only  the  nominal 
commander  of  the  Rhine ;  and  each  concluded  with  a 
dire  threat  to  blast  the  reputation  of  the  ship  later  on. 

As  we  approached  St.  Lucia  under  a  far-reaching 
brightness  of  tropic  morning,  our  Fourth  Officer  called 
my  attention  to  different  objects  of  interest.  The  first 
points  he  particularly  insisted  upon  were  very  lofty 
ones :  Gros  Piton  and  Petit  Piton,  two  tall,  conical, 
densely-wooded  mountain  peaks,  shooting  upwards 
from  the  shore.  Before  us  extended  the  Bay  of  La 
Souffriere,  and  inland  from  it  lay  wondrous  sulphur 
springs. 

"An    English   tar   planted    our   flag   on    that    Petit 
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Piton  when  we  were  fighting  the  French  here,"  said 
the  Fourth  Officer. 

"  Not  a  Frog  could  climb  it,  of  course,"  he  continued  ; 
"  so  they  had  to  blaze  away  till  they  shot  it  down. 
But,  another  time,  some  middies  tried  to  get  to  the  top, 
and  they  were  all  lost — all  died — stung  to  death,  no 
doubt." 

"  By  what  ?  "  I  asked,  with  some  interest.  "  I  hate 
everything  that  stings." 

"By  snakes,"  he  answered.  "Some  of  the  vilest 
snakes  in  the  world  live  here.  There's  Fer-de-lance — 
a  tartar,  he  is ;  and  there's  Cribo — a  black  snake.  He's 
pretty  much  to  the  front,  too,  in  the  matter  of  venom. 
The  red  coral  snake  at  Trinidad  is  a  bad  lot,  no  doubt ; 
but  Fer-de-lance  beats  them  all.  He's  the  most  in- 
teresting thing  in  St.  Lucia." 

"  So  interesting,"  I  said,  "  that  it  now  becomes  a 
great  question  whether  I  shall  land  here." 

Castries  is  a  small,  very  beautiful  port,  hemmed  in 
upon  one  side  by  low-lying  land  covered  with  cocoa-nut 
trees,  on  the  other  by  the  towering  terraces  of  Morne 
Fortune.  Even  yet,  upon  the  verdant  acclivities  of 
this  mountain,  may  be  observed  steep,  grass-grown 
tracks,  cut  through  the  foliage.  Up  these,  in  times 
past,  was  dragged  the  heavy  ordnance  that  now 
strengthens  the  fort  above.  St.  Lucia  has  a  powerful 
garrison,  well  manned  with  English  and  black  troops. 
Sugar,  cocoa,  and  logwood  are  her  present  principal 
products ;  and  the  place  struck  me,  from  mere  cursory 
observance,  as  in  somewhat  more  prosperous  and 
thriving  condition  than  her  sister-isles.  Whether  this 
is  really  the  case  I  know  not. 
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St.  Lucia  was  discovered  by  Columbus  in  1502,  but 
not  until  more  than  a  hundred  years  later  were  any 
serious  efforts  undertaken  to  colonise.  Then,  for  a 
time,  the  aborigines  kept  up  their  end  of  the  argument, 
and  preserved  the  integrity  of  their  little  empire. 

The  more  I  hear  about  these  cannibal  Caribs,  the 
better  I  like  them.  There  is  little  doubt  that  at  one 
time  they  were  far  the  most  powerful  of  all  so-called 
South  American  Indian  tribes,  and  their  manners  and 
customs  show  much  savage  and  instructive  originality. 
They  were  wont  to  paint  the  bones  of  their  dead 
relations  artistically,  and  hang  them  in  their  houses. 
They  themselves  rarely  wore  anything  save  a  suit  of 
red  vermilion  dye ;  but  they  generally  stuck  pins  and 
wooden  skewers  into  their  cheeks  and  lips  to  break 
their  monotony  of  facial  expression.  Endurance  was 
their  particular  virtue — in  fact,  the  only  one  they 
recognised.  Any  private  individual  desiring  the  dignity 
of  chieftainship  was  first  bound  to  show  the  tribes  that 
he  kept  himself  under  complete  control.  To  do  this 
he  would  sit  down  in  the  nests  of  ants,  starve  for  days, 
and  inflict  horrible  tortures  of  every  description  upon 
his  person.  If  the  ordeal  was  passed  with  no  flinch  or 
tremor,  his  superiority  had  to  be  conceded,  and  he 
became  a  very  powerful  and  important  personage ;  but 
when  the  ants  or  what  not  were  too  much  for  him,  he 
found  it  necessary  to  retire  into  obscurity  again. 

Civilisation  appears  to  poison  off  these  wild,  interest- 
ing races.  They  cannot  make  a  fight  against  printing, 
and  progress,  and  parliamentary  procedure.  Clothing 
breaks  their  proud  hearts.  To  insist  on  their  wearing 
raiment  is  like  putting  a  tiger  into  trousers.     Assuming 
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he  permitted  the  garment  to  stop  on,  it  would  presently 
kill  him. 

Take  the  natives  of  the  Andaman  Islands.  These 
remarkable  folk  are  rapidly  becoming  extinct.  They 
fall  before  the  march  of  civilisation  like  grass  under 
the  scythe  ;  children  are  born,  but  they  die  in  infancy  ; 
there  will  be  no  Andaman  Islanders  left  in  another 
generation.  And  now  that  we  wave  our  flag  over  the 
Solomon  Islands,  the  Solomon,  Islanders,  too,  will  pro- 
bably dwindle  down  until  there  is  nothing  left  but  a 
paltry  handful  of  them  to  exhibit  at  the  Royal  Aquarium, 
or  elsewhere. 

After  the  poor  Caribs  were  done  with,  St.  Lucia  was 
tossed  about  between  England  and  France  for  many 
years  ;  and  it  is  worth  noting,  as  an  interesting  fact, 
that,  in  1794,  His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Kent,  Her 
Majesty  Queen  Victoria's  father,  took  an  active  part  at 
the  storming  of  Morne  Fortune.  One  French  bullet 
might  have  made  a  good  deal  of  difference  to  our 
glorious  country.  In  1803,  however,  the  island  finally 
became  British  property,  and  the  storm  of  war  blew 
itself  out.  These  repeated  changes  have  left  a  mark  in 
several  different  directions,  but  nowhere  more  so  than 
upon  the  dialect  of  the  negroes.  Their  barbarous 
patois,  their  astounding  jargon  of  lopsided  French 
and  maimed  English,  flavoured  with  the  Ethiopian 
twang,  can  hardly  be  suggested  to  those  unfamiliar 
with  it. 

The  Doctor  had  a  friend  at  St.  Lucia :  one  of  the 
wealthiest  men  in  the  island,  and  one  of  the  pleasantest. 
This  amiable  gentleman  placed  his  house,  his  store,  his 
servants,  and  his  horses  at  our  disposal  by  letter ;  and, 
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when  we  presently  landed,  a  pair  of  high-class  steeds 
already  awaited  us.  Such  frank  kindness  to  travellers 
is  very  gratifying,  and  quite  universal  in  the  West 
Indies.  People  at  home  sneer  at  colonial  ways,  and 
the  lack  of  polish,  delicacy,  and  refinement  therein 
manifested  ;  but  it  not  infrequently  happens  that  these 
qualities  of  polish,  and  so  forth,  are  the  pretty  decora- 
tions that  hide  a  little,  mean,  selfish  soul.  Colonials 
have  bigger  hearts  than  we  have — I  say  it  reluctantly, 
but  emphatically.  Over  and  over  again  has  their 
lavish,  unexpected  hospitality  brought  tears  into  my 
eyes  ;  partly  because  they  put  too  much  red  pepper 
into  it,  partly  because  exhibitions  of  fellowship  and 
regard  between  strangers  always  delight  me.  If  a  few 
thousand  self-seeking,  greedy  people,  who  regard  all 
their  fellow-creatures  as  stepping-stones  or  stumbling- 
olocks,  could  be  persuaded  to  pay  a  long  visit  to  the 
colonies,  they  might  lose  a  little  of  their  polish,  but 
would  perhaps  gain  a  thing  or  two  better  worth  having. 

Our  host's  design  for  a  morning's  entertainment  was 
that  we  should  ride  his  horses  up  the  Morne,  behold 
the  wonderful  scenery,  then  potter  about  St.  Lucia 
where  fancy  might  lead  us,  and  presently  return  to  him 
for  luncheon.     As  we  started,  I  said  to  the  Doctor : 

"  You  will  agree  with  me  that  we  must  be  cautious. 
We  have  another  man's  cattle  under  our  control.  To 
be  stung  by  snakes  ourselves  is  not  an  inviting  pros- 
pect, but  it  would  add  one  more  pang  to  death  did  we 
know  that  these  trusty  steeds  were  expiring  also." 

"As  to  Fer-de-lance,"  answered  my  brother,  "I  only 
hope  we  may  have  the  luck  to  fall  in  with  one.  I  want 
him  badly  for  my  collection." 
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"  To  fall  in  with  Fer-de-lance  is  tantamount  to 
falling  out  with  him,"  I  asserted. 

Then  we  began  to  climb.  My  brother  had  a  little 
white  nag,  with  energetic  ideas  ;  I  bestrode  a  roomy, 
piebald  horse,  whose  extreme  obesity  led  me  to  fear 
he  would  find  the  tremendous  acclivities  of  Morne 
Fortune  rather  trying.  We  came  to  an  understanding 
from  the  first.  He  said,  in  his  horsey  way,  "  Don't 
push  me ;  let  me  go  my  own  gait  and  all  will  be 
well." 

And  I  said : 

"  Right !  Suit  yourself,  and  you  will  suit  me.  You 
know  the  place  better  than  I  can." 

His  own  gait  was  certainly  slow  to  the  verge  of 
tameness.  He  evidently  imagined  the  duration  of  life 
to  be  a  thousand  years,  and  allowed  ample  time 
accordingly  for  all  his  duties.  I  found  afterwards  that 
he  was  simply  a  pampered,  pet  horse.  His  owner 
kept  him  for  fun,  and  always  regarded  him  as  a  sort 
of  equine  joke. 

We  started  up  steep  and  sinuous  ways  ;  we  passed 
wonderful  valleys  and  ravines,  with  luxurious  growth 
of  plantain  and  cocoa-nut  palm,  mango,  bread-fruit,  and 
the  like.  The  sides  of  the  mountain  were  grandly 
clothed  with  tangles  of  creeper  and  lichen,  twining  from 
one  tropical  giant  to  the  next.  The  fans  of  the  palms 
were  full  of  sunlight ;  it  showered  down  like  molten 
gold  into  the  heart  of  the  woods ;  it  splashed  and 
chequered  the  tawny  ground,  and  set  all  the  hot  air 
trembling.  Pleasant  vistas,  full  of  purple  shadows  and 
brilliant  foliage,  stretched  to  the  right  and  left  of  us. 
Little  white  West  Indian  homes  nestled  in  the  shade 
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or  basked  under  the  sun's  eye.  There  were  not  a  few 
negroes'  huts  also ;  their  gardens  for  the  most  part 
planted  under  bananas  and  cocoa,  sweet  potatoes  and 
pigeon  peas. 

About  half-way  between  the  spreading  town  below 
and  the  fortress  above,  we  passed  a  detachment  of 
black  soldiers,  toiling  with  some  heavy  gun-mountings. 
These  masses  of  iron,  with  great  volume  of  song  and 
chorus,  they  were  dragging  upwards  to  the  summit. 
They  fussed  and  chattered  and  directed  one  another, 
and  came  near  to  driving  their  commanding  officer  out 
of  his  mind.  I  feared  they  might  unduly  agitate  my 
steed  ;  but  our  horses  were  clearly  accustomed  to  the 
excitable  blacks,  and  passed  by  that  noisy  gathering 
with  unconcern. 

I  patted  my  horse  afterwards.  I  felt  he  deserved  a 
word  of  praise,  and  said  : 

"  Good  old  boy  !  You  are  a  nice,  self-contained, 
comfortable,  broad  sort  of  a  horse,  aren't  you  ?  " 

He  did  not  care  about  this,  but  only  shook  his  head, 
and  replied  : 

"  Don't  let  us  have  any  humbug.  There  can  be  no 
regard  between  us  ;  it  is  idle  to  pretend  it.  You  don't 
care  a  straw  for  me,  nor  I  a  straw  for  you.  Let  me 
get  on  with  my  work  ;  and  you  get  on  with  yours, 
which,  I  take  it,  is  to  look  about  and  make  notes,  and 
collect  information." 

He  was  a  horse  that  had  never  cultivated  the  little 
amenities  of  life — not  a  surly  horse  exactly,  but  very 
reserved  and  independent. 

From  the  top  of  the  mountain  we  enjoyed  a  par- 
ticularly magnificent  view,  and  also  the  pleasing  sight 
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of  English  soldiers  in  red  coats.  Below  us  extended 
Castries  on  one  hand  and  vast  plantations  of  sugar- 
cane upon  the  other,  whilst  beyond,  the  shores  of  the 
island  stretched  out  into  deep  blue  bays,  divided  by 
wooded  promontories,  fringed  with  palms  and  silver 
sands.  A  great  wind  came  off  the  sea,  fretting  the 
waters  into  foam,  swaying  through  the  fields  of  cane, 
rustling  in  the  forest,  cooling  us  where  we  rode  on 
the  crest  of  the  hills. 

The  Doctor,  unfortunately,  knew  St.  Lucia,  and  now 
kindly  undertook  to  conduct  me  back  to  town  by  short 
cuts  of  rather  wild  and  uncertain  nature.  We  started 
over  a  distinctly  dangerous  plank  bridge,  which  bent 
beneath  the  weight  of  my  piebald  horse ;  we  then 
plunged  down  a  steep  bridle-path  into  the  woods.  This 
led  through  an  open  spot  amid  tremendous  trees  and 
palms  and  brilliant  creeping  things,  all  in  a  haze  of 
blue  behind  a  dancing  screen  of  light.  Evidently  we 
stood  in  the  centre  of  a  primeval  glade. 

"  There  !  you  couldn't  beat  that  on  the  Equator," 
said  my  brother. 

"  Probably  not,"  I  admitted ;  "  and  another  idea 
occurs  to  me.  This  I  should  judge  must  be  the  very 
home  of  Fer-de-lance.  Here,  doubtless,  he  holds  his 
revels,  and  stings,  without  fear  or  favour,  every  decent 
thing  that  comes  this  way.  Alread}^  I  seem  to  see 
his  wicked  eye  peering  down  from  the  crowns  of 
the  palms.  Push  along,  there's  a  good  chap,  and  get 
out  of  it." 

We  struggled  forward  until  the  bridle-path  dis- 
appeared in  a  sheer,  savage  jungle.     Then  I  said  : 

"  I  suppose  you  know  where  you  are  going  to  ?  " 
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He  answered  : 

"  Approximately,  j^es  ;  the  place  has  changed  a  good 
deal  since  I  was  here  last.  It  seems  more  tropical  than 
ever  if  anything.  I  wonder  if  these  horses  can  climb 
at  all  ?  " 

"  I  wonder  if  they  can  fly  ?  "  I  said. 

But  the  Doctor  is  satire-proof. 

"  They'll  have  to  jump  a  bit  any  way,  from  the  look 
of  it,"  he  continued. 

"  Mine  can't,"  I  answered  definitely,  "  You've  only 
got  to  glance  at  him  to  see  he's  not  a  jumping  horse." 

"  He  might  roll  down." 

"  He  might  do  so  alone,  not  with  me  on  him." 

We  were  now  in  a  virgin  forest.  Probably  no 
civilised  foot  had  yet  trodden  that  lonely  fastness  of 
nature  ;  probably  no  human  eye  had  ever  flashed  with 
enthusiasm  at  this  noble  scenery  ;  probably  no  intelli- 
gent brain  had  ever  before  wondered  which  was  the 
way  out  of  it.  Then  a  fellow-creature  suddenly  rose 
up  from  the  centre  of  a  cactus.  The  Doctor  had  just 
said  that  he  felt  like  another  Stanley  in  Darkest  Africa, 
when  that  fellow-creature  appeared  and  assured  us  we 
were  doing  a  wrong  thing.  The  virgin  forest  belonged 
to  somebody,  who  particularly  disliked  tourists  pottering 
round  in  it. 

I  was  rather  pleased ;  it  seemed  so  homely  and 
sociable  to  be  merely  trespassing  after  all ;  but  my 
brother  showed  irritation. 

"  Hang  it,  we've  ridden  about  a  mile.  I  suppose, 
just  for  once,  we  may  go  through,  as  we  have  come  so 
far  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  You  may,  if  you  are  set  on  it,"  the  man  answered  ; 
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"but,  candidly,  I  should  not.  The  road  gets  worse 
farther  on.  It's  dangerous  riding;  and  snakes  have 
been  seen  here,  too." 

"  If  you  proceed  after  that,"  I  said,  "  you  will  do  so 
alone.  Personally,  I  turn  here,  and  go  back  the  way  I 
came,  failing  any  shorter  route." 

"  You're  frightened,"  said  the  Doctor,  thinking  to 
shame  me  before  a  stranger ;  but  he  failed. 

"  Frightened  isn't  the  word,"  I  replied  calmly.  "  I'm 
horrified,  petrified,  terrified,  at  the  position  your  know- 
ledge of  short  cuts  has  placed  me  in.  As  to  serpents, 
the  man  who  refuses  to  be  alarmed  at  poisonous 
varieties  of  them  is  a  fool.     Come  on  home." 

My  brother  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  we  turned 
in  our  tracks,  struggled  back  to  a  respectable  road,  and 
kept  in  the  middle  of  it  all  the  way  to  Castries. 

Here  ended  my  own  experiences  of  Fer-de-lance.  I 
cannot  say  that  I  actually  saw  him,  but  there  is  little 
doubt  that  I  must  have  been  extremely  close  to  him  at 
times,  and  that  he  saw  me.  Had  he  known  how  I  was 
going  to  render  him  infamous  in  print  when  I  returned 
to  England,  it  is  easily  conceivable  that  he  would  have 
taken  steps  to  prevent  my  getting  back  at  all.  I  asked 
after  Fer-de-lance  at  the  Zoological  Gardens  a  few 
days  ago,  and  Mr.  Bartlett  explained  that  they  were 
unfortunately  out  of  him  just  at  present.  He  added 
that  his  proper  style  and  title  was  Trigonocephalus 
Lanceolatus.  This  is  neat  and  happy,  especially  the 
Christian  name. 

Before  luncheon  I  purchased  a  few  photographs  from 
an  absurd  negress,  who  refused  to  bargain  in  the  usual 
way,  or  allow  any  reduction  upon  wholesale  transac- 
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tions.  It  was  impossible  to  trade  effectively,  because 
she  did  not  care  in  the  least  whether  I  bought  her 
pictures  or  left  them. 

"  Dey  free  shillin'  each,  sar." 

"  But  don't  you  see,  Jane,  if  I  take  half  a  dozen,  you 
ought  to  throw  one  in  and  let  me  have  seven  for  the 
price  of  six.  Merchants  always  meet  good  customers 
in  this  way.  It  will  pay  you  better  to  sell  seven  for 
eighteen  shillings  than  none  at  all.  They  are  not 
astonishingly  fine  photographs  ;  and  you  may  have  to 
wait  years  before  anybody  even  asks  to  see  them 
again." 

"  Dey  free  shillin'  each,  sar," 

"Yes,  I  know;  but  the  question  is  whether  your 
judgment  won't  incline  you  to  take  half  a  crown  each 
for  ten  of  them.  Shall  we  say  one  pound  five  shillings 
for  ten,  Jane  ?  " 

"  Dey  free  shillin'  each,  sar." 

"  Oh,  all  right.  Let  me  pick  out  four  or  five.  I'm 
afraid  you  will  never  make  your  fortune,  Jane." 

Then  we  lunched  with  the  pleasantest  man  in  St. 
Lucia,  and  enjoyed  a  very  exceptional  repast,  though 
the  giver  of  the  feast  was  dissatisfied.     He  said  : 

"  I'm  awfully  sorry,  you  men  :  a  green  turtle  was 
coming,  and  it  hasn't." 

He  spoke  as  though  the  turtle  had  promised  to  drop 
in  and  give  tone  to  the  banquet. 

The  Doctor  answered  : 

"  You  really  cannot  blame  it.  The  thing  probably 
knew  exactly  how  it  would  figure  at  your  hospitable 
board,  so  wisely  stayed  away." 

We  partook  of  an  extremely  interesting  meal  that 
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afternoon.  There  were  passion-fruits  and  bel-apples 
and  black  pines,  and  wondrous  dishes  not  a  few,  some 
arctic  in  their  chilly  nature,  others  absolutely  volcanic. 
Coffee  and  cigars  brought  the  entertainment  to  a 
comfortable  conclusion.  These  things  were  enjoyed 
under  great  palmettos  and  mango  trees  in  our  friend's 
flower  garden  ;  and  then  he  and  other  West  Indians 
came  aboard  with  us  to  drink  tea  and  visit  the  Captain 
of  the  Rhine  before  he  sailed. 

Just  before  sailing  a  '  sea-cat,'  or  octopus,  was 
captured  alongside,  and  brought  on  board  for  the 
Doctor,  When  any  particularly  outrageous  effort  of 
nature  is  found,  and  the  Doctor  happens  to  be  at 
hand,  the  wonder  is  instantly  brought  to  him,  because 
people  know  that  he  bottles  such  things  in  spirits,  and 
hangs  them  round  his  cabin  and  gets  pleasure  from 
them.  The  sea-cat  justified  his  local  name  by  crawling 
briskly  about  the  decks  ;  then  he  began  to  canter,  and 
finally  to  gallop.  So  the  Doctor  secured  him,  and  led 
him  away  to  be  bottled.  Before  thus  preserving  the 
octopus  it  was  necessary  to  take  the  poor  creature's 
life  ;  and  my  brother's  endeavours  to  destroy  him  with 
prussic  acid,  strychnine,  and  other  potent  poisons  were 
very  unedifying.  These  preparations  acted  upon  him 
like  mild  tonics.  First  the  Doctor  blamed  the  ship's 
drugs,  and  then  he  found  fault  with  the  octopus.  I 
asked  our  Model  Man,  who  came  along  to  criticise,  if 
he  would  play  a  note  or  two  on  his  guitar  and  put  the 
unhappy  sea-cat  out  of  further  misery  ;  but,  instead, 
having  a  pretty  talent  with  his  pencil,  he  set  out  to 
sketch  the  victim.  He  drew  it  as  it  was  passing  away, 
and  asked  me  what  I  thought  of  the  picture. 
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I  said : 

"  Excellent,  but  you  have  given  the  thing  about  three 
dozen  arms,  and  a  careworn  expression  which  is  rather 
too  human  for  the  face  of  an  octopus." 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  replied ;  "  it  seems  to  me  that 
this  affair  would  look  careworn  after  what  it  has  gone 
through  lately." 

Then  we  fired  our  cannon,  awaking  a  thousand 
rolling  echoes  that  slept  in  Morne  Fortune ;  we  gazed 
once  more  at  the  hills  and  forests  and  little  shining 
town  ;  we  shook  many  friendly  hands,  and  so  departed 
from  the  midst  of  a  flotilla  of  shore-boats  filled  with 
kindly  faces. 


CHAPTER    XVI. 

H.M.S.  Diamond  Rock — Trois  Ilets — St.  Pierre,  Martinique — 
A  Black  Carnival — The  Doctor's  False  Nose  —  Brilliant 
Negresses  —  The  Prince  of  Darkness  is  not  always  a 
Gentleman  —  Quaint  Masqueraders  —  French  Babies — A 
Sham  Obi  Man — Masks  and  Music — The  Cathedral. 

BEFORE  the  Rhine  reached  the  roadstead  of  St. 
Pierre,  Martinique,  she  passed  a  very  interesting 
object.  Distant  about  three  hundred  yards  from  the 
mainland  of  the  island  stands  a  lofty,  weather-stained, 
conical  rock,  with  grey  and  white  sides  and  a  brown 
head.  One  has  often  heard  of  battle-ships  solid  and 
immovable  as  rocks  ;  and  here  we  have  a  rock  that 
formerly  answered  in  every  particular  to  a  man-of-war. 
This  splinter  from  some  volcanic  upheaval  of  the 
remote  past  has  indeed,  in  its  day,  been  recognised 
as  an  addition  to  the  Royal  Navy  of  Great  Britain, 
and,  as  such,  was  duly  christened  and  commissioned. 
H.M.S.  Diamond  Rock  is  a  memorial  of  the  West 
Indian  wars  between  France  and  England.  At  a  time 
when  these  great  powers  were  differing  upon  every 
possible  question,  and  fighting  tooth  and  nail  at  every 
possible  opportunity,  a  plucky  English  crew  landed 
upon  Diamond  Rock,  Martinique,  dragged  a  cannon  up 
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to  the  summit  of  it,  and  from  that  coign  of  vantage 
opened  fire  upon  the  French,  and  caused  them  no  Httle 
inconvenience  for  a  lengthy  period. 

Then  we  passed  Trois  Ilets — a  spot  deeply  interest- 
ing as  the  birthplace  of  the  Empress  Josephine ;  and 
presently,  firing  a  gun  which  made  the  green  hills 
ring,  we  dropped  anchor  off  St.   Pierre. 

Martinique  is  not  less  blessed  in  the  wonders  of 
nature  than  surrounding  islands,  and  the  fact  is  super- 
ficially apparent  before  the  little  town  we  have  now 
arrived  at.  Last  year  a  terrific  tornado  brought  dire 
disaster  on  its  black  and  fiery  wings.  It  tore  the  roofs 
off  the  houses,  the  crowns  off  the  palms ;  it  laid  half 
the  island  in  ruins,  and  took  nearly  four  hundred 
human  lives,  St.  Pierre  met  the  full  brunt  of  this 
hurricane.  Of  the  vessels  which  rode  in  her  harbour 
at  the  time,  but  few  escaped  to  tell  the  tale.  No  sailing- 
ship  could  get  out  in  the  teeth  of  the  tempest ;  no 
anchor  could  hold  against  the  terrific  surges  of  the  sea. 
One  craft  after  another,  therefore,  was  hurled  in  upon 
the  rocks ;  great  and  small  met  the  same  fate ;  and 
now  the  beach  is  lined  with  gaunt  and  shattered 
wrecks,  each  "vailing  her  high-top  lower  than  her 
ribs  to  kiss  her  burial,"  each  a  ruined  monument  of 
drowned  lives  and  desolate  homes.  Ashore,  the  results 
of  the  hurricane  are  also  manifest.  From  shipboard, 
St.  Pierre  looks  like  a  spick-and-span  new  town — an 
effect  produced  by  the  acres  of  bright,  fresh,  corrugated 
iron  roofing.  On  every  side  also  the  trunks  of  the 
palms  are  visible,  with  the  usual  crown  of  fruit  and 
foliage  missing  from  them.  But,  as  the  Treasure  truly 
remarked,    mere   cocoa-nut   palms    could   scarcely    be 
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blamed  for  losing  their  heads  at  such  a  terrible  time. 
Everybody  on  the  island  did  so. 

It  was  particularly  interesting  to  contrast  the  con- 
dition of  Martinique,  during  that  terrific  experience  of 
a  few  months  before,  with  the  state  of  things  which 
prevailed  upon  my  visit  to  it.  The  inhabitants,  if  they 
had  not  forgotten  their  past  miseries,  had  at  any  rate 
quite  banished  them  for  the  present.  St.  Pierre  was, 
in  fact,  keeping  high  festival,  and  celebrating  the  last 
day  of  Carnival.  Lenten  rigours  would  set  in  upon 
the  following  morning.  The  island  lost  not  a  moment, 
and,  as  a  result,  we  had  some  difficulty  in  securing 
shore-labour  for  our  ship.  But  Quashie  cares  little  for 
hard  work  at  any  time,  and  when  Carnival  is  in  full 
swing,  and  there  are  facilities  for  going  out  walking 
dressed  like  a  devil,  he  of  course  objects  to  do  anything 
less  interesting.  A  man  may  labour  in  a  lighter  and 
unlade  steamers  any  day  of  the  week,  but  it  is  not 
given  to  people  to  don  tails  and  wings  and  such  things 
at  all  times.  When  opportunity  offers  of  making  a 
fool  of  himself  in  a  public  place,  the  West  Indian  negro 
rarely  neglects  it.  So  we  had  to  wait  a  while,  until  our 
representatives  could  rouse  the  shore  authorities  and 
secure  assistance. 

Martinique  is  an  emerald  island  set  in  a  sapphire 
sea.  Great  billowy  hills,  rich  in  foliage,  fringed  with 
the  palms,  rise  in  tiers  and  terraces  higher  and  higher 
and  higher,  into  cloudland.  Soft  vapours,  grey  in 
shadow,  golden  in  the  sun,  hide  the  caps  of  the 
mountains,  and  the  fertile  lower  country  lies  green 
under  bright  plantations  of  the  sugar-cane. 

Our  Treasure,  v;ho  is  nearer  seven  feet  high  than 
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six,  and  broad  in  proportion,  wanted  to  dress  up  before 
going  on  shore.     He  said  : 

"  If  we  put  on  masks  and  ridiculous  clothes  of  some 
sort,  we  shall  be  like  the  rest,  and  so  escape  insult ;  if, 
on  the  other  hand,  we  go  as  we  are,  in  simple  white 
ducks,  we  are  bound  to  attract  attention  as  being  the 
only  respectable  people  about.  A  Carnival  crowd 
doesn't  care  what  it  does." 

I  said  : 

"  You  are  wrong.  The  respectable  always  command 
respect,  even  in  the  West  Indies.  You  are  too  big  to 
dress  up.  Go  unadorned.  Let  people  see  that  you 
are  solid  flesh  aiid  blood,  and  they  will  not  dare  to 
trifle  with  a  man  of  your  inches  ;  but  if  you  put  on  a 
mask,  and  so  forth,  they  will  take  you  for  a  wicker- 
work,  pantomime  giant,  or  something  of  that  kind,  and 
poke  you  with  sticks  and  make  fun  at  your  expense, 
and  very  likely  spoil  your  temper  and  injure  your 
person.  By  dressing  up  you  will,  in  fact,  bring  our 
whole  party  into  disrepute,  and  the  ship  too." 

The  Doctor  said  : 

"  I  shall  take  a  false  nose  with  me,  and  watch  events. 
If  I  find  people  are  hurt  at  my  conventional  appear- 
ance, I  shall  put  it  on ;  not  because  it  will  give  me 
pleasure  to  do  so,  but  out  of  respect  to  others." 

Then  we  all  went  ashore,  merely  in  the  character  of 
spectators ;  and  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  the 
main  street  of  St.  Pierre,  upon  that  blazing  afternoon, 
furnished  the  strangest,  wildest,  most  fantastic  and 
bewildering  sight,  which,  up  to  that  moment,  I  had 
ever  beheld. 

Picture  to  yourself  a  road,  by  no  means  broad,  lined 
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with  stores,  before  the  doors  and  windows  of  which 
stand  a  dense,  double  row  of  sightseers  on  chairs 
and  forms.  Above,  suspended  across  the  street  from 
ropes,  hang  a  few  lamps ;  the  upper  chambers  of 
the  houses  have  bright  red  and  green  jalousies ;  the 
roofs  are  of  tiles,  and  new  iron,  and  wood.  The  stone- 
paved  street  itself  is  crammed  with  a  brilliant  pan- 
demonium— a  whirling,  winding,  restless,  laughing, 
screaming,  dancing,  gesticulating,  rainbow-coloured 
mass  of  men  and  women,  children,  animals,  and  effigies. 
The  sun  blazes,  the  air  trembles,  the  white  dust  flies  ; 
the  atmosphere  is  full  of  hot,  sweet  scents  of  fruit,  and 
the  sounds  of  wild  drum  and  trumpet  music ;  the  eyes 
ache  at  so  much  colour ;  the  senses  are  paralysed  before 
such  a  howling  wilderness  of  mad  novelty. 

Red  wings  and  yellow,  long  tails,  horns,  masks, 
feathers,  tattered  finery,  musical  instruments,  stilts, 
gigantic  umbrellas,  hobby-horses,  monstrous  costumes, 
deafening  noises,  sunshine  and  black  shadow,  youth 
and  age,  beast  and  man,  were  all  here  blended,  com- 
mingled, muddled,  entangled,  kaleidoscopically  mixed 
to  the  extremest  verge  of  a  new  chaos.  Every  roaring, 
rollicking  party  was  a  study  in  novel  attire  and  new 
forms  of  imbecihty ;  every  individual  conveyed  a  hint 
of  some  mental  condition  which  the  sane  would  do  well 
to  avoid.  Decent  laughter  was  lost  in  insane  scream- 
ings  and  bowlings  ;  pleasurable  folly  was  buried  under 
sheer  crackbrained  fooling  ;  there  was  neither  rhyme 
nor  reason  in  their  proceedings,  no  method  in  their 
madness,  no  harmony  in  their  songs  and  dances,  no 
music  in  their  ululations,  no  melody  in  their  music. 
We  at  home — say  on  a  Bank  Holiday — are  second  to 
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none  in  the  arts  of  foolery ;  but  we  only  display  our 
weakness  in  crowds  or  groups.  Here,  however,  one 
saw  solitary  masqueraders,  walking  absolutely  unac- 
companied, playing  the  hopeless  idiot  all  alone.  To 
behold  a  fellow-creature  making  a  fool  of  himself,  by 
himself,  with  no  intent  save  to  give  himself  pleasure,  is 
a  deplorable  and  demoralising  spectacle. 

The  Doctor  became  infected  first.  He  caught  the 
spirit  of  Carnival  in  about  ten  minutes.  His  eye 
flashed,  his  feet  began  to  keep  time  to  the  barbarous 
music,  and  he  brought  out  his  false  nose.  He  sug- 
gested that  the  Treasure  should  put  it  on,  but  the 
Treasure  refused.  They  argued  and  wrangled  in  the 
public  street,  and  finally  both  said  they  would  drop 
the  subject  and  declare  honour  satisfied  if  I  put  on  the 
nose.  This,  very  rightly,  I  declined  to  do.  Then  they 
pretended  to  be  annoyed  about  it,  and  declared  that  I 
was  simply  a  wet  blanket  on  the  whole  proceedings. 
The  Doctor  said : 

"  You're  ruining  the  Carnival,  that's  what  you're 
doing." 

And  the  Treasure  remarked  : 

"  I  hate  to  see  a  chap  try  to  be  superior  to  his 
surroundings.  What  certain  people  want  out  here,  I 
cannot  see.  The  wisest  men  unbend  the  bow  some- 
times, don't  they  ?  " 

I  said  : 

"  Yes,  but  not  in  false  noses,  and  at  a  sacrifice  of 
self-respect.  I  am  unbending  the  bow  ;  I  am  glorying 
in  all  I  see ;  I  am  sympathising  with  everything  and 
everybody  ;  but  I  am  endeavouring  to  preserve  a  spirit 
of  common  decorum  at  the  same  time.     That  false  nose 
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is  altogether  undesirable.  The  lesson  it  conveys 
appears  to  me  immoral.  It  is  a  drunkard's  nose — a 
loathsome,  unwholesome,  gruesome,  indelicate  nose. 
The  man  who  puts  it  on  is  making  a  joke  of " 

Then  some  fool,  dancing  wildly  backwards,  knocked 
me,  heels-over-head,  into  the  centre  of  the  festivities, 
and  when  other  good-natured  clowns  picked  me  up 
again  out  of  the  gutter,  my  own  party  pretended  it  did 
not  know  me.  So  I  shook  the  dust  off  myself  generally 
against  the  Doctor  and  the  Treasure,  and  went  on  my 
way  alone.  In  all  St.  Pierre  there  was  scarcely  a 
responsible  individual  out  that  afternoon  excepting 
myself  and  a  few  coolies.  These  Indian  folks  viewed 
their  African  brothers  and  sisters  with  quiet  contempt, 
for  their  religion  does  not  necessitate  any  periodical 
and  ostentatious  farewells  of  the  flesh.  They  have  also 
a  finer  sense  of  fun  than  negroes. 

I  can  best  give  a  general  idea  of  that  heterogeneous 
gathering  by  describing  some  of  the  individual 
masqueraders,  or  groups  of  them.  The  reader  must 
then  blend  them  in  such  proportions  and  combinations 
as  he  pleases.  One  thing  is  certain  :  he  will  not 
achieve  any  more  extraordinary  results  than  really 
appeared. 

Martinique  negresses  are  famed  all  the  world  over 
for  their  gorgeous  attire.  It  is,  I  suppose,  the  result 
of  old-fashioned  French  taste,  and  the  ordinary 
Ethiopian  love  for  colour.  Their  everyday  garments 
would  make  a  rainbow  grow  pale  with  envy.  They 
deal  entirely  in  primary  hues,  and  beggar  description 
for  brilUance  of  reds  and  yellows,  greens  and  blues, 
relieved  with  snowy  white.     But  at  Carnival  time,  these 
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women  presented  really  astounding  studies.  They  vied 
with  the  butterflies  in  brilliance,  the  humming-birds  in 
lustre ;  their  garments  were  purple  and  orange  and 
crimson,  their  trinkets  were  silver  and  gold ;  their 
turbans  gleamed  with  shining  satins  ;  their  ample  forms 
actually  blazed  with  luxuriant  colours  I  had  never 
seen  before  at  all,  or  even  dreamed  of.  They  wore 
pink  silk  stockings,  short  frocks,  reaching  only  to  the 
knee,  and  wonderful  button-boots  ;  and  they  went  about 
abreast,  arm-in-arm,  greatly  enjoying  the  admiration 
they  received. 

The  male  masqueraders  trusted  for  their  success  to 
originality  of  invention  ;  and  many,  like  true  artists, 
produced  their  effects  by  novel  combinations  of  old 
materials.  Perhaps  the  gem  of  the  entire  quaint 
gathering  was  a  long-legged  negro  with  a  tail,  a 
hideous  mask,  and  a  tight-fitting  black  vest.  He 
carried  a  sugar-cane,  to  which  was  fastened  a  walking- 
stick,  and  this,  in  turn,  was  surmounted  by  a  very 
small  and  ragged  red  parasol.  He  wandered  scream- 
ing and  dancing  through  the  throng,  exciting  profound 
respect  and  keen  delight.  Nobody  offered  to  accom- 
pany him  or  take  his  arm.  It  was  felt  he  occupied 
a  pedestal  by  himself.  Genius  has  no  friends,  only 
professed  admirers  and  secret  enemies. 

That  the  Prince  of  Darkness  is  not  always  a 
gentleman  was  sufficiently  proven  in  that  wondrous 
Carnival  at  Martinique.  The  negroes  much  affect 
fiendish  impersonations  at  all  times  of  rejoicing  ;  and, 
here,  dozens  of  dusky  and  lurid  devils  flitted  hither 
and  thither,  generally  in  affable  communion  with 
characters   of  a  more  respectable  description.     These 
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evil  ones  were,  as  a  rule,  extremely  shabby  and  out-at- 
elbows,  noisy  and  vulgar.  The  Martinique  conception 
of  a  bad  angel  is,  in  fact,  decidedly  cheap.  With  their 
stupid  antics  and  ludicrous  masks  and  dirty  patched 
wings  and  seedy  toasting-forks,  these  West  Indian 
demons  seemed  to  suggest  that  business  must  be 
deplorably  slack  where  they  were  supposed  to  come 
from,  I  pictured  the  place  under  bad  business 
management,  out  of  repair,  with  mortgages  all  fore- 
closed, and  the  bailiffs  in.  But,  nowadays,  the 
infernal  regions,  like  sundry  other  shaky  concerns,  are 
simply  kept  going  by  advertisement. 

Then  I  met  another  creature  who  had  trusted  to 
familiar  trifles  for  his  effects.  This  negro  was  quite 
beautifully  got  up  in  a  coal-sack  and  half  a  cocoa-nut 
shell.  Upon  the  shell  he  had  painted  a  genial  idiotic 
face,  and  the  concern  was  framed  with  the  artist's  own 
black  wool  and  handsome  ears.  He  walked  up  and 
down,  giving  pleasure  to  himself  and  the  rest.  He  had 
a  playful  conceit  which  prompted  him  to  bow  to  dogs, 
and  fowls,  and  goats,  and  other  fragments  of  animate 
nature  which  possess  no  conscious  intelligence.  When 
he  did  this  the  populace  screamed  with  delight. 

Horses  and  riders  were  also  slightly  entertaining. 
A  dummy  man  was  tied  upon  a  living  one.  They 
wore  similar  masks,  and  careered  round  with  extrava- 
gant gestures ;  the  dummy  being  perhaps  the  more 
self-contained  and  respectable  of  the  two. 

Those  who  merely  watched  these  varied  scenes 
were  interesting  in  themselves.  The  greater  number 
appeared  to  be  French  Creole  storekeepers.  They  sat 
in  rows  with  their  wives  and  families.     They  were  for 
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the  most  part  attired  in  black,  and  they  behaved  with 
absolute  propriety.  Scattered  amongst  these  respect- 
able people  one  also  noted  a  sprinkling  of  the  cus- 
tomary mulattoes,  quadroons,  and  butter-coloured 
folks. 

Ridiculous  French  infants,  with  fierce  black  eye- 
brows, moustaches  and  imperials  painted  on  to  their 
little  white  faces,  trotted,  hand  in  hand,  among  the 
masqueraders,  and  were  hailed  with  no  small  delight 
by  the  adult  fools.  One  tiny  man  of  tender  years  fell 
down,  and  evidently  hurt  himself  a  good  deal.  At 
another  time  he  would  doubtless  have  advertised  his 
agony  with  childhood's  penetrating  roar  ;  but  on  this 
occasion  he  evidently  felt  such  an  expression  of  feeling 
must  be  misplaced.  He  wore  a  beard,  and,  with  a 
grand  effort,  managed  to  live  up  to  it. 

Anon  I  met  the  Treasure  and  my  medical  relation. 
They  were  watching  a  weird  creature  with  huge  horns  ; 
a  string  of  empty  medicine  bottles  hung  between  them, 
and  extraordinary  raiment  of  beads  and  fur.  The 
Treasure  said  he  was  an  imitation  Obi  man ;  but  the 
Doctor  opined  the  thing  must  be  a  dancing  bear.  It 
certainly  was  dancing,  in  shuffling,  cumbrous  measures, 
and  all  the  people  sang  a  plaintive  dirge  to  it,  and  beat 
time  with  clapping  of  hands. 

"  Mind  you,  he's  not  a  real  Obi  man,"  explained  the 
Treasure;  "the  real  ones  are  very  rare,  and  wouldn't 
come  out  in  a  crowd  and  give  themselves  away  like 
that.     They  are  nothing  if  not  mysterious." 

Horribly  inane  were  the  masks  of  the  women.  Each 
was  modelled  on  the  same  pattern — blue,  staring  eyes, 
delicately    pencilled    eyebrows,   small   crimson    mouth. 
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The  idea  they  are  intended  to  convey  is  that  the 
masquer  is  of  European  stock,  and  the  negresses  aid 
this  harmless  deception  by  carefully  covering  up  every 
atom  of  their  black  skins  with  stockings,  boots,  gloves, 
and  other  unusual  articles  of  apparel.  They  also 
conceal  their  heads,  ears,  and  neck  in  turbans  and 
handkerchiefs.  Thus  disguised,  it  would  be  difficult 
for  strangers,  unfamiliar  with  the  free  negro  walk,  to 
tell  what  colour  these  girls  were ;  but  from  behind 
every  pink  mask,  giving  the  lie  direct  to  its  blue  eyes 
and  rosebud  mouth,  there  came  a  whining,  giggling, 
screaming  negress'  voice — a  vocal  effort  not  to  be  con- 
founded with  any  other.  But  many  men,  as  well  as 
women,  trusted  entirely  to  noise ;  and  some  blended 
vocal  and  instrumental  music  with  far-reaching  results. 
Strong  arms  and  strong  lungs,  and  a  big  drum,  and 
an  utter  absence  of  self-consciousness,  will  produce 
assertive  and  searching  effects  which  simply  command 
attention  from  the  most  casual  spectator.  Large 
numbers  of  the  men  were  attired  in  feminine  costume, 
and  their  efforts  to  extract  fun  from  that  circum- 
stance lacked  good  taste.  Women  also  often  dressed 
as  men. 

But,  taking  that  great,  excited,  hot-blooded  crowd 
as  a  whole,  it  must  be  declared  the  result  was  good 
and  gratifying.  The  greater  number  behaved  very 
decently,  and  there  were  no  flagrant  violations  of 
the  general  principles  of  propriety.  The  display  was 
characterised  by  a  universal,  eighteen-carat  idiotcy, 
but  really  nothing  worse  than  that.  In  proportion 
to  their  advantages,  the  people  behaved  better  than 
a    similar    number   of    the    uncultured,    under    similar 
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circumstances,    would    have     behaved    at    home — on 
Hampstead  Heath  or  elsewhere. 

Those  who  know  assure  me  that  the  pace  will  quicken 
a  good  deal  after  nightfall.  I  suppose  so.  That  is  a 
sign  of  civilisation.  The  country  that  makes  no  attempt 
to  quicken  its  pace  after  nightfall  is  behind  the  times. 
Why  was  man  permitted  to  discover  gas  and  electric 
light  ?  In  order  that  he  might  turn  night  into  day, 
of  course.  The  Martinique  folks  have  neither  gas  nor 
electricity,  but  much  may  be  managed  with  lanterns 
and  a  tropical  moon.  They  will  doubtless  do  their  best, 
according  to  their  lights.  For  my  part,  I  know  many 
people  who  are  nothing,  either  physically  or  intel- 
lectually, by  day.  They  need  the  stimulant  of  artificial 
light  and  so  forth  to  develop  their  latent  splendours. 
I  myself  have  decidedly  nocturnal  instincts.  But  one 
may  stop  out  even  into  the  small  hours,  and  yet  be  a 
fairly  good  man. 

We  visited  the  Cathedral  before  leaving  Martinique. 
The  decorations  and  adornments  of  it  were  well-nigh 
as  garish  and  vulgar  as  the  Carnival  outside.  Why 
do  Roman  Catholics  fill  their  places  of  worship  with 
painted  images  and  wedding-cake  ornaments,  and  bad 
art  and  rubbish  ?  These  things  cannot  beget  noble 
thoughts  in  the  souls  of  even  the  most  humble  wor- 
shipper. Fate  is  a  bitter  satirist,  and  laughs,  no 
doubt,  to  see  mankind  worshipping  the  God  of  Truth 
in  a  specially  sanctified  atmosphere  of  false  marble, 
false  stained  glass,  false  flowers,  false  silver  and  gold. 

That  night  I  leant  over  our  vessel's  bulwarks  and 
saw  a  dark  ocean  afire  with  the  cold  gleam  of  phospho- 
rescence.    The  water  foamed  awav  from  the  ship's  side 
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full  of  wan  light,  splashed  here  and  there  with  silver 
sparks. 

The  Doctor  approached  me,  and  together  we  admired 
the  sight,  and  watched  a  vast  fish  forging  along,  clearly 
outlined  in  the  phosphorus  below.  Suddenly  a  thought 
struck  my  brother.     He  said  : 

"  By  Jove  !  that  fish  shall  have  it !  " 

Then  he  drew  something  from  his  pocket,  and  flung 
it  down  into  the  sea  before  the  fish. 

"  What  have  you  done  ? "  I  cried.  "  See  !  the 
finny  monster  lashes  with  his  tail ;  he  churns  the  depths 
of  the  Caribbean  Sea  as  it  were  soda-water ;  he 
vanishes,  much  agitated,  into  the  dark  night." 

The  Doctor  said  : 

"Yes,  he's  done  a  thing  that  might  agitate  anybody; 
he's  eaten  my  false  nose — I  thought  he  would." 


CHAPTER   XVII. 

A  Man-eating  Cockroach — I  steal  a  March  on  the  Fourth  Officer 
— Dominica — Loss  of  Self-control  on  the  Doctor's  Part — A 
Busy  Bishop — The  River  Roseau — Rum  Punch  at  Podbury's 
— Frogs  and  Beetles — An  Old  Friend — Rebels — The  Trea- 
sure's Enchantress  and  a  Salt-water  Cure. 

SOME  West  Indian  insects  have  an  almost  human 
strength  of  purpose.  For  three  consecutive  nights 
I  suffered  from  a  sort  of  vampire  cockroach,  who  crept 
under  my  pyjamas  whilst  I  slept,  and  gnawed  my 
chest.  When  I  awoke,  I  could  feel  him  hurrying  off 
by  way  of  my  arm  or  leg.  The  moment  worn-out 
nature  reasserted  itself  in  me,  and  I  dozed  again,  that 
ghoul  of  a  cockroach  came  back  and  proceeded  with 
its  living  banquet.  At  length,  weakened  no  doubt  by 
loss  of  blood,  and  frantic  with  the  thought  that  a  mere 
piece  of  determined  vermin  should  thus  habitually  sup 
off  me,  I  rose  in  the  dead  of  night,  turned  on  the 
electric  light,  selected  a  handy  shoe,  and  then  started 
to  have  it  out,  once  for  all,  with  that  man-eating  cock- 
roach. Though  not  his  equal  in  pace,  I  hoped  to  find 
myself  a  better  stayer.  He  caught  my  eye  once,  when 
he  was  jumping  over  my  sponge  ;  the  expression  in 
it  evidently  alarmed  him,  and  he  redoubled  his  efforts. 
Twice  I  had  made  play  with  the  shoe.     Once  I  nearly 
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landed  him  upon  the  side  of  the  head ;  the  other  time 
I  broke  a  rather  vahiable  curiosity.  Finally,  the  cock- 
roach began  to  fly ;  then,  for  a  while,  he  had  matters 
his  own  way.  The  affair  now  degenerated  into  a 
prize-fight.  On  the  one  side  were  ranged  weight  and 
science  and  a  shoe ;  on  the  other,  wings  and  astound- 
ing agility  and  utter  unscrupulosity.  After  the  first 
round,  I  heard  people  in  adjacent  cabins  waking  up 
and  murmuring  unkind  things — not  about  the  cock- 
roach, but  concerning  me.  Then  I  called  '  Time,'  and 
walked  out  to  the  centre  of  the  room.  The  cockroach 
did  not  come.  I  looked  round  and  saw  him  sitting  in 
my  open  port,  twirling  his  moustache  and  gazing  out 
upon  the  sea.  I  said  '  Time '  again,  but  he  paid  no 
attention  ;  so  I  stole  upon  him,  with  the  stealth  of  a 
wild  Indian,  and  smote  him  behind.  This  action  was 
unsportsmanlike,  but  conclusive.  He  shot  out  into  the 
ocean,  where  probably  some  not  over-particular  tropical 
fish  attempted  to  digest  him  and  failed. 

As  the  Rhine  approached  Dominica,  the  Fourth 
Officer,  according  to  his  pleasant  custom,  approached 
me,  armed  with  facts.  On  this  occasion,  however,  I 
had  taken  measures  to  be  before  him.  I  had  read  up 
the  island  rather  carefully,  and,  knowing  that  Columbus 
was  always  a  safe  card,  had  acquired  some  information 
on  the  subject  of  that  great  navigator  also.  So  I 
waited  with  quiet  confidence  for  the  Fourth  Officer  to 
start.     He  said : 

"  Here  we  are  at  Dominica — an  interesting  and 
beautiful  spot." 

"True,"  I  replied  ;  "  Christopher  Columbus  discovered 
the  place  in  1493." 
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The  Fourth  Officer  looked  startled  and  uneasy,  but 
I  pushed  on  : 

"  The  French  and  hurricanes  between  them  have 
done  much  to  wreck  this  island's  chances.  Matters, 
however,  are  more  hopeful  now.  Dominica  abounds 
in  sulphur  springs,  and  vast  sulphurous  accumulations 
occur  inland.  Even  the  bed  of  the  river  Roseau  is 
not  free  from  these  volcanic  outbursts.  Formerly  the 
island  produced  very  famous  and  high-class  coffee, 
but  this  cultivation  was  ruined  by  an  insect  pest. 
Now,  you  shall  find  that  sugar-cane,  cocoa,  and  lime- 
juice  are  the  principal  products.  The  manioc  root, 
of  which  cassava  bread  is  made,  also  grows  abundantly 
here,  and  basket  work  is  rather  an  important  industry 
too.  In  the  year  i88i  there  were  still  a  hundred  and 
seventy-three  pure,  aboriginal  Caribs  left  in  Dominica, 
but  they  have  not  been  counted  lately.  I  don't  fancy 
they  like  it.  The  port  of  the  isle  is  Roseau,  named 
after  the  river.  We  shall  presently  anchor  off  this 
town.  I  don't  know  that  there  is  anything  more  to 
say." 

Then  I  looked  at  the  Fourth  Officer  inquiringly. 
He  was  evidently  hurt.     He  said  : 

"No,  I  don't  fancy  that  there  is  anything  more  to 
say." 

Then  he  shook  his  head  rather  reproachfully,  and 
walked  off  to  the  other  end  of  the  ship.  I  felt 
sorry,  and  followed  him,  and  begged  him  to  tell  me 
about  his  younger  days,  when  he  was  an  apprentice, 
and  first  sailed  the  ocean.  This  cheered  him  up, 
and  he  recounted  a  mad  freak  off  Cape  Horn  by 
night.      It    happened    that    another    sailing-ship    was 
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following  his  vessel,  so  he  and  a  friend  began  hanging 
out  signal  lamps  to  her,  and  waving  green  and  blue 
and  yellow  and  crimson  lights  over  the  stern  of  their 
ship.  The  approaching  barque  stood  this  display  for 
some  time,  and  then,  probably  under  the  impression 
she  was  running  into  a  chemist's  shop,  grew  frightened, 
and  changed  her  course,  and  was  no  more  seen.  Our 
Fourth  Officer,  I  should  think  rightly,  regards  this  as 
one  of  his  happiest  efforts. 

The  Doctor  has  already  arranged  a  programme  for 
Roseau.  One  Podbury  dwells  there,  and  this  Podbury 
brews  the  best  rum  punch  in  the  West  Indies.  The 
Doctor  knows  and  esteems  him.  My  brother  is  also 
familiar  with  the  Bishop  of  Dominica,  and  says  that  he 
is  a  genial,  lovable  Irishman  of  admirable  parts,  and 
the  best  company  in  the  world.  It  is  agreed,  therefore, 
that  we  first  call  upon  the  Bishop,  then  see  the  town, 
and  finally  cheer  our  exhausted  systems  with  Podbury's 
rum  punch.  Neither  the  Bishop  nor  Podbury  has 
invited  us,  or  knows  we  are  here  at  all  ;  but  that  is 
a  sort  of  detail  which  counts  for  nothing  in  foreign 
parts. 

Dominica  is  very  beautiful,  with  the  same  beauty  as 
many  other  islands  already  mentioned.  Great  wooded 
hills  rise,  peak  upon  peak,  to  the  clouds,  and  between 
them  lie  deep  gorges  and  fertile  ravines.  The  margins 
of  the  sea  are  fringed  with  palms  ;  Roseau  itself  lies 
glimmering  upon  the  shore,  with  white  walls  and  red 
and  grey  roofs.  Inland,  winding  out  under  low  cliffs 
behind  the  town,  flows  forth  the  river  over  a  rocky  bed 
to  the  sea.  This  stream  produces  some  very  noble 
scenery  towards    the  interior,   and    is   rather  a   large 
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volume  of  water  for  such  a  small  island.  As  a  result 
Dominica  is  extremely  damp  at  seasons  of  much  rain, 
and  grows,  among  other  things,  frogs  of  majestic 
size. 

By  kind  permission  of  the  Captain,  I  was  allowed 
to  avail  myself  of  the  mail-boat  at  all  ports ;  and  now, 
tumbling  into  this  vessel,  the  Doctor  and  I  soon  reached 
dry  land. 

"  Let  us  bolt  straight  off  to  the  Cathedral,"  he  said  ; 
"  ten  to  one  the  Bishop's  there  ;  if  not,  we  can  go  on 
to  his  house." 

Roseau  appeared  to  be  rather  a  languishing  little 
town.  The  stony  streets  were  all  overgrown  with 
grass  ;  the  place  generally  lacked  any  air  of  enterprise  ; 
the  negro  children,  who  swarmed  everywhere,  were 
more  than  usually  destitute  of  attire. 

Upon  reaching  the  Bishop's  place  of  business,  we 
sound  to  our  dismay  that  a  funeral  was  going  on.  The 
Cathedral  doors  were  wide  open,  a  crowd  was  gathered 
within,  and  over  a  flower-laden  bier  stood  the  Bishop, 
singing  away,  and  as  fully  occupied  as  a  man  could  be. 

I  noticed  that  the  Doctor  was  fussing  about,  trying 
to  catch  his  friend's  eye.     I  therefore  said  : 

"  Don't ;  it  isn't  decent.     You  can't  expect  even  a 
Bishop  to   be  genial  and  effusive  at  a  time  like  this. 
Consider  the  survivors." 
,    "  He  sees  me  !  "  whispered  my  brother. 

"  Sees  you  ;  yes,  not  being  blind  he  couldn't  help  it. 
Everybody  in  the  Cathedral  sees  you ;  and  they  very 
naturally  resent  the  sight.  Come  away  ;  you're  making 
the  Bishop  nervous." 

It  really  was  most  annoying.     There  he  stood,  so 
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close  that  we  could  almost  touch  him,  and  yet  separated 
from  us  by  a  gulf  only  to  be  bridged  by  the  end  of  his 
burial  service. 

The  Doctor  became  illogical  and  childish  about  it. 
When  I  had  dragged  him  away  from  these  last  sad 
rites,  he  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that  any  other  bishop 
would  have  stopped,  just  for  a  moment  at  least,  and 
been  friendly  and  enthusiastic,  if  only  in  an  undertone. 

"  He  may  get  thousands  of  opportunities  to  bury 
people,  but  he  will  never  have  a  chance  of  seeing  you 
again,"  said  my  brother.  After  that  he  sneered  at  the 
local  medical  practitioner,  and  said  that  likely  enough 
the  deceased  would  not  have  died  at  all  in  proper  hands. 

Then  a  thought  struck  me,  the  horror  of  which 
reduced  my  brother  to  absolute  despair.     I  said  : 

"  Perhaps  the  Bishop  is  interring  Podbury.  In  that 
case  everybody  you  know  on  this  island  will  be  busy, 
and  we  sha'n't  get  any  hospitality,  or  punch,  or  any- 
thing." 

".Just  my  luck  if  he  is,"  answered  the  Doctor 
gloomily.  He  then  kept  absolute  silence  for  half  an 
hour,  during  which  time  we  walked  to  the  Roseau 
river  and  beheld  many  black  laundresses  out  in  mid- 
stream washing  clothes.  Turning  from  this  spectacle, 
he  spoke  again,  and  said  : 

"Our  present  state  of  suspense  is  destroying  me. 
I've  a  terrible  presentiment  that  they  were  burying 
Podbury.  If  so,  we're  done  all  round.  I'm  going  right 
away  to  Podbury's  now.  I  shall  see  in  a  moment  by 
the  blinds  if  the  worst  has  happened." 

We  sought  out  Podbury's  desolate  home,  and  the 
Doctor   asked   bitterly   why    Providence   should    have 
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snatched  away  one  whose  skill  in  the  matter  of  rum 
punch  was  a  household  word.     I  said  : 

"  Try  and  feel  hopeful.  We  cannot  yet  be  absolutely 
certain  that  he  has  gone." 

And  then  we  met  Podbury  in  the  Market-place. 
He  was  thoroughly  alive,  and  apparently  in  good 
health. 

"  Ah,  Doctor  1 "  he  exclaimed,  "  back  again  ?  Glad 
to  see  you.  How  are  the  boys  on  the  Rhine  ?  Who's 
your  friend  ?  " 

I  was  made  known  to  Podbury,  and  explained  how 
the  sight  of  him  had  turned  our  mourning  into  joy,  and 
how  I  had  come  out  from  England  as  much  to  taste 
his  celebrated  rum  punch  as  anything  else.  He 
appeared  gratified  at  this,  and  led  the  way  to  his 
house. 

We  asked  him  who  the  Bishop  was  burying,  and  he 
did  not  even  know.     He  said  : 

"  A  nigger,  for  certain.  Can't  be  anybody  of  much 
account  or  I  should  have  heard  of  it." 

Then  we  reached  his  home,  and  while  he  brewed 
cold  punch  we  talked  to  his  wife  and  daughters. 

The  Treasure  dropped  in  too.  He  knew  Podbury 
well,  and  Podbury  regarded  him  as  an  authority  on 
punch.  The  liquid  was  presently  placed  before  us. 
Podbury  showed  pleasure  when  I  said  what  I  thought 
about  it ;  but  he  did  not  feel  quite  contented  until  he 
had  expert's  opinion. 

"  Magnificent !  "  the  Treasure  presently  declared  ; 
"why,  it's  equal  to  the  1890  brew — you  remember?" 

Podbury's  eye  brightened  at  this  allusion  to  one  of 
his  greatest  past  triumphs.     He  tasted  the  punch  him- 
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self,  and  admitted  that  it  certainly  seemed  '  about 
right.' 

With  a  desire  to  be  entertaining,  I  volunteered  a 
fact  or  two  concerning  punch  generally.     I  said  : 

"Our  word  'punch,' as  you  are  doubtless  aware,  is 
derived  from  the  Hindustani  ^  panch,^  or  Sanskrit 
' panchan,^  which  mean  simply  'five.'  Punch  is  a 
mixture  of  five  ingredients  ;  hence  the  name." 

Everybody  was  rather  impressed  with  this  apposite 
remark,  except  Podbury.     He  answered  : 

"Yes,  that's  so.  I've  known  it  years  and  years. 
You  bet,  what  I  don't  know  about  punch  isn't  worth 
knowing." 

This  I  took  to  be  sheer  conceit  on  the  part  of 
Podbury.  His  successes  with  punch  were  making  the 
man  egotistical.  I  did  not  believe  that  he  had  heard 
of  these  interesting  points  before,  whatever  he  said  to 
the  contrary.  At  any  rate,  they  were  quite  new  to  his 
relations.  So  I  turned  my  attention  to  them,  and  told 
them  several  other  things  worth  knowing.  They 
doubtless  retailed  my  information  to  Podbury  after  we 
had  departed.  Still  the  punch  was  good  and  cooling, 
and,  with  a  heart  that  rises  above  trifles,  I  here 
deliberately  bless  the  man  who  brewed  it.  To  be 
thus  publicly  blessed  in  print  ought  to  content  even 
Podbury. 

When  we  returned  to  the  Rhine  night  had  shaken 
out  her  starry  skirts,  and  land  and  sea  were  very  dark. 
But  great  electric  eyes  glared  down  from  either  side 
of  the  ship,  facilitating  the  business  of  loading,  and 
shining  upon  a  flotilla  of  lighters,  and  a  yelling, 
swearing  assembly  of  negroes.     Steam  cranes  groaned 
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and  shrieked  and  rattled  ;  new  passengers  were  coming 
aboard,  driven  to  madness  with  luggage  ;  and  sundry 
Dominica  tradesmen  bustled  about,  selling  curiosities. 
These  people  vended  stuffed  frogs,  the  skins  of  hum- 
ming-birds, Brazilian  beetles,  and  gigantic  rhinoceros 
beetles  also. 

Five  or  six  of  them  hemmed  in  the  Doctor  immedi- 
ately he  arrived ;  but,  finding  that  he  had  already  laid 
in  frogs  and  beetles,  they  turned  upon  me  with  grim 
determination  to  do  business,  or  perish  in  the  attempt. 
My  knowledge  of  the  Rhine  enabled  me  to  escape  from 
all  save  one ;  but  he  was  as  familiar  with  our  vessel  as 
I,  and  finally,  penning  me  in  a  corner,  he  produced  a 
frog  as  big  as  a  lap-dog,  and  declared  that  it  was  his 
almost  suicidal  intention  to  practically  give  me  the 
thing  for  half  a  dollar.     I  said  : 

"  No,  John.  I  am  perhaps  as  good  a  judge  of  a 
bull-frog  as  anybody  living,  and  I  tell  you  without 
hesitation  that  your  frog  is  worth  ten  shillings.  Don't 
dream  of  parting  from  it  for  less." 

He  grinned,  and  asked  : 

"  Massa  gib  me  ten  shillin'  for  him  ?  " 

"Again  no,  John.  I  do  not  need  this  Goliath  of  a 
frog.  I  am  merely  valuing  the  reptile  for  your  future 
guidance.     Let  me  see  those  beetles." 

He  showed  me  a  weird  creature,  which  looked  as  if 
Nature  had  begun  an  insect,  and  then  changed  her  mind 
and  finished  a  crab.  This  thing,  with  the  ferocious 
claw-like  nose  and  chin,  was  a  female  rhinoceros  beetle, 
so  the  owner  explained.  The  male  beetle  appeared  to 
be  a  harmless,  mild  concern  of  much  smaller  size,  and 
with  no  warlike  appendages  whatever.     I    never   saw 
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any  insect  of  the  sterner  sex  labour  under  such  crushing 
disadvantages.  Personally,  did  I  belong  to  this  order 
of  coleoptera,  I  should  sing  extremely  small,  and 
remain  a  bachelor,  and  creep  or  fly  about  quietly  after 
dark,  and  not  affect  ladies'  society  much. 

I  bought  a  beetle  or  two,  and  then  my  merchant, 
with  strange  pertinacity,  returned  to  the  bull-frog. 
Not  far  distant  stood  our  Model  Man,  working  for  his 
life.     So  I  said  : 

"You  see  that  gentleman  there — the  one  ordering 
everybody  about  and  making  so  much  noise  ?  Take 
your  frog  to  him,  tell  him  it  is  a  ten-shilling  frog,  and 
he  will  probably  buy  it  on  the  spot." 

But  this  frog-vendor  knew  the  Model  Man  from 
experience.  He  evidently  had  no  inclination  to  attempt 
any  business  with  him. 

"  Dat  gem'man  no  buy  nuffin',  sar.  He  berry 
sharp  wid  me  'fore  to-day." 

Indeed,  the  near  presence  of  the  Model  Man  dis- 
couraged my  friend  to  such  an  extent  that  he  presently 
withdrew.  I  told  his  enemy  afterwards,  and  the  Model 
Man  said: 

"Offer  his  beastly  frogs  to  ME  !  If  he  had  dared 
to,  I  should  have  pitched  him  into  the  sea,  stock  and 
all.  I  did  once  when  he  began  bothering  people  to 
buy  things  they  had  no  wish  for." 

"Ah!"  I  said;  "doubtless  he  alluded  to  that  cir- 
cumstance when  he  told  me  you  had  been  sharp  with 
him  before  to-day." 

Among  the  passengers  who  joined  us  at  Dominica 
was  an  old  friend,  an  ample,  full-bodied,  admirable 
gentleman  who  travelled   from    England  with  us,   and 
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found  the  ocean  extremely  monotonous  and  trying 
upon  the  voyage  out.  The  same  trouble  still  dogged 
his  footsteps.  He  came  aboard  quite  wild  and  haggard, 
and  declared  the  universal  and  appalling  lack  of  variety 
was  telling  upon  his  health. 

"  Just  think  of  it,"  he  said ;  "  wherever  you  turn, 
nothing  but  negroes  and  cocoa-nut  palms,  cocoa-nut 
palms  and  negroes.  Every  place  is  exactly  like  the 
last ;  every  palm  tree  exactly  like  every  other ;  every 
negro  identical  with  the  rest.  I  never  saw  such  a 
monotonous  set  of  islands  in  my  life." 

"  Look  at  their  beauty,"  I  said. 

"  I  have,  until  I'm  out  of  all  heart  with  it,"  he 
replied.  "A  pinnacle  or  two,  with  clouds  round  the 
top  ;  a  field  of  sugar-cane ;  hundreds  of  palms,  hun- 
dreds of  blacks  ;  mean  houses  and  a  paltry  pier, — that's 
a  West  Indian  island.  I  liked  the  first,  I  tolerated 
the  second,  I  even  bore  with  the  third  ;  but  the  fourth 
wearied  me,  the  fifth  harrowed  me,  the  sixth  sickened 
me,  the  seventh — that  is  this  one — has  absolutely 
maddened  me ;  and  the  eighth  or  ninth  will  probably 
kill  me." 

I  said  : 

"  You  ought  not  to  have  come  here.  Why  did 
you  ?  " 

"  I  took  advice,"  he  answered  drearily.  "  So-called 
friends  assured  me  that  what  I  wanted  was  constant 
change  of  scene,  with  variety  and  novelty.  They 
asserted  that  these  things  were  to  be  found  in  the 
West  Indies,  and  I  believed  them.  Why,  the  whole 
scheme  out  here  sets  the  nervous  system  on  edge  from 
morning  till  night.     There  is  a  cannon  somewhere  in 
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this  steamer,  and  it  will  fire  in  a  moment ;  for  no 
reason,  that  I  can  see,  except  a  nautical  love  of 
unnecessary  noise.  Why  cannot  these  ships  come  to 
a  place  or  depart  from  it  without  firing  off  their  wretched 
brass  guns  ?  " 

Then  he  went  moaning  away  to  his  cabin,  saying 
that  he  never  knew  one  room  from  another  on  board 
ship ;  they  were  all  so  exactly  alike. 

There  came  aboard  at  this  moment  a  man  and  his 
wife.  They  had  recently  been  turned  out  of  Venezuela, 
upon  political  grounds,  and  were  now  going  up  to  St. 
Thomas  to  meet  some  friends  there,  and  arrange  a 
Revolution.  A  very  pretty  little  French  girl  and  her 
mother  were  also  among  the  passengers.  The  Treasure 
knew  them  well,  and,  when  he  heard  they  were  coming, 
grew  excited,  and  hurried  away  to  shave  and  change 
his  clothes. 

The  Treasure's  Enchantress  was  certainly  very  beau- 
tiful, with  a  slight,  trim  figure,  great  wealth  of  raven 
hair,  and  flashing  eyes.  Moreover,  she  appeared  to 
like  him,  and  told  me  that  he  always  gave  her  mother 
the  best  cabin  in  the  ship. 

There  was  a  scene  that  night,  after  we  started, 
between  the  Treasure  and  my  brother.  It  happened 
thus: 

The  Enchantress  proved  to  be  but  an  indifferent 
sailor,  and  sent  for  the  Doctor.  He  was  just  starting 
to  comfort  her  when  the  Treasure  arrived. 

"  111  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Ah,  I  knew  she  would  be,  poor 
girl ;  she  always  is.  Tell  her  to  drink  a  pint  of  salt 
water.  It's  the  only  thing.  If  that  fails,  tell  her  to 
drink  another  pint." 
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The  Doctor  said : 

"Thanks  very  much.  It  saves  a  medical  man  such 
a  deal  of  bother  when  he  has  got  a  chap  like  you 
always  handy  to  do  the  prescriptions.  Should  you 
think  two  pints  of  salt  water  would  be  enough  ? 
Hadn't  we  better  say  a  bucket  of  it  ?  " 

"You  may  be  satirical,  but  it's  none  the  less  true 
that  salt  water  is  right,"  answered  our  Treasure.  "  Just 
because  the  thing  is  a  simple,  natural  remedy,  you 
doctors  turn  up  your  noses  at  it,  I  know  this  case 
better  than  you  do.  The  girl  has  often  sailed  with  us. 
Sea-water  is  what  she  wants  to  steady  her.  I  told  her 
so  before  dinner." 

The  Doctor  departed,  and  when  he  had  gone,  I 
asked  the  Treasure  all  about  his  Enchantress.  I 
said : 

"  Of  course  it's  no  business  of  mine,  but  I'm  very 
interested  in  your  welfare,  and  might  be  useful.  Where 
does  she  live  ?  " 

He  answered  cautiously  : 

"  She  has  two  addresses  :  one  in  Dominica  and  one 
in  Paris.  I  know  them  both ;  but  I  hardly  think  I 
should  be  justified  in  divulging  them." 

"  Certainly  you  would  not,"  I  said.  "  I  should  be 
the  very  last  to  suggest  it," 

"  It  is  a  little  romance  [in  a  small  way — I  mean  her 
life  and  her  mother's.  The  father  was  a  French  Count, 
and  died  in  a  duel.  That  shows  some  French  duels 
are  properly  carried  out.  She  is  awfully  rich,  and  not 
engaged.  At  least,  she  doesn't  wear  a  ring.  She  likes 
tall  men.  Of  course  that's  nothing,  but  I  happen  to  be 
fond  of  small  women." 
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"  Merely  a  coincidence,"  I  said,  and  he  looked  rather 
disappointed. 

"We  think  curiously  alike  in  a  good  many  direc- 
tions," he  continued.  "  I  taught  her  to  play  deck 
quoits,  and  shot  a  few  things  for  her  with  my  gun. 
And  she  gave  me  a  photograph  recently." 

"Of  herself?"  I  asked. 

"Well,  no,"  he  admitted;  "not  exactly  that.  She 
takes  pictures  sometimes  in  a  little  pocket  camera. 
She  did  one  of  an  old  negro  woman — ugly  as  sin  ;  but 
it  was  not  so  much  the  subject  as  the  thought  of  giving 
it  to  me.  It  argued  a  friendly  feeling — at  any  rate  a 
kindly  feeling.     Don't  it  strike  you  so  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly.  You're  a  lucky  man.  How  far  is 
she  going  with  us  ?  " 

"  To  St.  Thomas.  She  has  a  temporary  address 
there,  by-the-bye.     I  know  that  too." 

"  Go  in  and  win  at  St.  Thomas.  I  believe  it  is  a 
certainty  for  you  ;  I  do,  indeed." 

The  Treasure  absolutely  blushed.  He  was  a  very 
big  man  indeed,  and  produced  the  largest  extent  of 
blush  I  ever  saw. 

Then  my  brother  came  back,  looking  extremely 
grave. 

"  How  is  she  ?  "  we  asked  simultaneously. 

"  Very  ill,"  he  answered  shortly.  "  She  was  all 
right  when  we  started,  and  never  better  in  her  life  ; 
but,  after  dinner,  she  drank  half  a  wineglass  of  salt 
water,  and  the  natural  result  has  been  disaster.  I 
understand  some  fool  urged  her  to  try  this  as  a  pre- 
ventive of  mal-de-mer.  Her  mother  thinks  it  must 
have  been  a  coarse  practical  joke,  and  is  going  to  speak 
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to  the  Captain  about  it.     I  wouldn't  be  the  man  who 
prescribed  that  insane  dose  for  a  thousand  pounds." 

Then  an  expression  of  abject  dismay  stole  over  the 
Treasure's  face  as,  despite  his  great  size,  he  appeared 
to  shrivel  and  curl  up  into  nothing. 
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AT  Guadeloupe  the  authorities,  much  to  our  dis- 
may, refused  to  grant  pratique,  and  put  us 
straightway  into  quarantine.  The  Doctor  went  down 
the  ladder  as  usual,  met  the  local  Officer  of  Health,  and 
reported  that  the  Rhine  was  in  a  splendid  medical 
condition  ;  but  whether  it  was  because  we  had  come 
from  Barbados,  or  because  the  Doctor's  French  did  not 
satisfy  the  official  who  interviewed  him,  at  any  rate 
pratique  was  refused,  and  we  had  to  run  up  our  yellow 
flag,  and  warn  all  shore  boats  away.  Then  an  idea 
struck  the  Captain.  He  wrote  a  chatty,  pleasant  letter 
to  some  important  local  persons.  He  deplored  the 
awkwardness  caused  by  this  temporary  taboo,  and  ex- 
plained that  it  was  not  so  much  for  himself  and  his 
passengers  he  grieved  as  for  the  people  on  shore.  He 
added  lightly  that  he  had  brought  out  all  manner  of 
splendid  luxuries  for  Guadeloupe ;  but,  of  course,  under 
the  circumstances  he  must  take  them  away  again. 
Then  he  furnished  a  list  of  the  choice  affairs  which  the 
Rhine  carried. 
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"  It'll  make  their  mouths  water,  if  it  don't  soften  their 
hearts,"  said  the  Captain. 

We  waited  with  no  little  interest  to  learn  the  result 
of  this  note,  and  meantime  I  effected  an  unjustifiable 
purchase.  There  was  a  woman  who  came  out  in  a 
skiff  to  sell  vanilla  beans.  I  wanted  them,  and  she 
desired  me  to  have  them  ;  so  when  nobody  in  particular 
was  looking,  she  threw  the  beans  up  on  deck,  and  I 
dropped  the  necessary  coin  into  her  boat.  The  Model 
Man  told  me  afterwards  that  I  had  broken  the  law  ;  but 
I  cared  little,  having  been  upon  the  downward  path  in 
the  matter  of  local  statutes  for  some  time.  The  number 
of  these  edicts  and  orders  and  regulations  and  enact- 
ments which  I  simply  shattered  in  a  quiet,  unobtrusive 
way  during  my  West  Indian  trip  would  probably  reach 
three  figures  if  properly  added  up. 

A  notable  splendour  of  early  morning  light  enriched 
Guadeloupe  upon  the  morning  of  the  Rhine's  arrival. 
Rosy  crowns  of  cloud  circled  the  mountain-tops,  and 
these,  as  the  sun  arose,  brightened  into  gold,  lighting 
the  hills  with  a  thousand  warm  reflections,  spreading 
in  sheets  and  splashes  and  quivering  pencils  of  sun- 
shine over  all  the  fair  island,  kissing  away  the  white 
gauzy  mists  in  the  valleys,  gleaming  over  the  mountain 
forests,  gilding  the  little  roofs  and  the  spathes  of  the 
palm  trees,  flashing,  with  brilliance  indescribable,  upon 
the  bubbling  surf  that  foamed  along  the  strand. 

The  Captain's  letter  worked  like  a  charm.  People 
in  high  places  on  shore  wrote  back  to  say  there 
must  have  been  a  misunderstanding  ;  and  they  hoped 
we  would  pull  down  our  yellow  flag  at  once,  and 
forget   all   about   it.     Communication   with    the    little 
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town  of  Basse  Terre  was  immediately  established  ;  and, 
when  the  business  of  lading  and  unlading  began,  some 
few  of  us  hastened  to  land  for  a  hurried  look  round. 
Nothing  of  particular  interest  chained  the  attention  at 
Guadeloupe.  Regarded  as  a  centre  of  human  civilisation 
it  could  hardly  be  considered  typical.  There  were  to 
be  seen,  however,  an  open-air  market,  a  place  of 
worship,  lamps  strung  across  the  stone  streets,  some 
very  fine  tamarind  trees,  and  a  metal  drinking-fountain 
near  the  wharf.  From  the  importance  the  negroes  of 
Basse  Terre  attached  to  this  last  trifle,  it  was  easy  to 
see  that  they  regarded  it  as  a  unique  concern.  They 
evidently  could  not  conceive  of  any  finer  effort  in  the 
same  direction.  Indeed,  did  a  man  take  pains  to 
explain  that  there  exist  hundreds  of  nobler  fountains 
in  other  places,  I  doubt  if  they  would  accept  such  a 
saying.  As  the  majority  of  human  beings  find  it  hard 
to  imagine  any  order  of  creatures  grander  and  mightier 
than  themselves,  so  would  these  Guadeloupe  black  men 
experience  great  difficulty  in  picturing  drinking-foun- 
tains  superior  at  all  points  to  their  own.  It  is  natural. 
People  who  live  in  a  small  place  must  perforce  suffer 
from  small  ideas.  Still  in  this  little  beehive  we  name 
the  world,  every  one  of  us  may  occasionally  find  time 
to  look  out  of  the  window ;  and  if  a  starry  night  cannot 
make  a  man  feel  small  in  his  person  and  elevated  in 
his  thoughts,  nothing  ever  will.  The  most  amusing 
spectacle  in  the  wide  world  is  a  conceited  man. 
Once,  after  looking  through  a  giant  telescope  for  an 
hour,  I  went  straight  to  the  house  of  a  monstrous  little 
egotist  and  Hstened  to  him  patiently.  But  the  con- 
trast between  that  small,  self-satisfied  atom  and   the 
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glimpse  of  the  universe  I  had  just  beheld  was  grandly 
comic. 

Guadeloupe,  like  other  French  islands  in  the  West 
Indies,  while  not  suggestive  of  any  great  mercantile 
activity  and  consequent  affluence,  yet  manages  to 
muddle  along  fairly  well  and  enjoy  a  measure  of  pros- 
perity beyond  that  of  English  possessions  in  the  same 
locality.  The  reason  is  apparent :  France  looks  sharply 
after  her  own,  and  we  find  no  Quixotic  nonsense  about 
Free  Trade.  For  my  part  I  think  Free  Trade  a  magni- 
ficent game  theoretically,  but  all  should  play  or  none. 
It  is  lacking  in  self-respect  if  not  in  judgment  to  open 
your  doors  to  those  whose  doors  are  shut  upon  you. 

As  we  proceeded  to  Montserrat,  my  friend  the 
Treasure,  remembering  the  interest  I  had  recently 
been  taking  in  his  affairs,  spoke  to  me  privately  on 
the  quarter-deck. 

He  said : 

"  You  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  row  about  the  salt 
water  came  to  nothing.  The  girl's  mother  was  not 
really  annoyed,  only  worried.  I  took  the  bull  by  the 
horns  and  spoke  to  her  this  morning.  She  quite  under- 
stood. The  Enchantress,  as  you  are  pleased  to  call 
her,  is  all  right  again  to-day." 

I  answered  : 

"  No  doubt  about  it.     She  looks  splendid." 

"  I  rather  Hke  that  little  white  sailor  jacket  she's 
wearing,"  confessed  the  Treasure. 

"  Her  hat  with  the  blue  ribbon  is  also  a  distinct 
success,"  I  said. 

"  Undoubtedly ;  and  her  little  red  leather  boots 
please  me,  too." 
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"They  would  please  anybody,"  I  declared. 

We  raved  about  the  Enchantress,  one  against  the 
other,  for  fully  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Then  the  Treasure 
suddenly  felt  a  twinge  of  jealousy,  and  shut  up  like  a 
telescope  and  marched  off  to  find  her. 

She  sat  on  his  left  at  dinner,  and  her  parent  upon 
his  right.  The  Treasure,  being  a  very  big  man,  requires 
extensive  nourishment ;  but  I  noticed  in  his  present 
company  he  had  taken  to  starving  himself,  I  asked 
why,  and  he  said  : 

"  Well,  it  don't  seem  the  thing  to  make  meals  like 
I  do  when  you  are  sitting  between  two  women  whose 
united  efforts  amount  to  practically  nothing.  It  must 
disgust  delicate  ladies  to  see  me  dine.  Besides,  every- 
body eats  too  much  on  board  ship." 

People  often  make  this  last  remark  after  a  meal  at 
sea,  but  very  seldom  before  one. 

At  Montserrat  great  breakers  foamed  over  a  shelving 
shore  of  very  dark  sand,  and  appeared  to  run  right  up 
under  the  fringe  of  cocoa-nut  palms  which  lined  the 
beach. 

Sugar-cane  covered  the  lower  slopes  of  the  hills,  in 
some  cases  extending  high  up  on  their  lawny  sides ; 
while  the  dark  foliage  of  a  thousand  lime  groves  filled 
the  valleys  and  often  climbed  the  mountains  too. 

We  hastened  to  land  and  see  what  we  might  in  half 
an  hour  or  so.  The  gardens  of  Plymouth,  Montserrat, 
are  a  principal  object  of  interest.  Thither  we  pro- 
ceeded, noting  upon  the  way  a  vaccination  announce- 
ment fastened  upon  a  tamarind  tree,  and  a  quaint 
advertisement  at  the  door  of  a  negro  cobbler's  shop. 
"  Gentlemen,  I  am  always  ready  for  business,^^  was  painted 
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up  in  flaming  style ;  and  the  Doctor,  who  saw  it  first, 
wanted  to  go  in  and  visit  the  author.     My  brother  said  : 

"  This  black  man,  if  what  he  blazes  up  there  on  that 
tree  is  really  a  fact,  would  be  a  rare  and  wonderful 
curiosity." 

A  civil  custodian  of  the  gardens  showed  us  every- 
thing, and  we  were  much  amazed  at  the  marvellous 
anthology  of  living  plants,  fruits,  flowers,  herbs,  and 
trees  there  collected  within  a  small  space.  We  saw 
red  chihs,  black  pepper,  castor  oil,  cocoa  in  small 
bamboo  pots,  nutmeg,  cinnamon,  many  orchids,  golden 
fern,  ice  plants,  blossoming  pineapples,  divers  lilies  in 
a  little  lake,  sword  beans — gigantic  concerns,  some 
nearly  two  feet  long — ginger,  a  curious  rush  with 
crimson  flowers,  custard-apples,  cassava,  snake  gourds 
— with  writhing  fruit  exactly  like  green  speckled  ser- 
pents— sugar-apples,  limes,  palms,  oranges,  lemons, 
mangoes,  and  countless  other  interesting  matters. 

Before  entering  this  garden,  a  black  boy  had  asked 
me  whether  I  should  care  to  have  some  limes  and  a 
bottle  of  lime-juice.  It  seemed  absurd  to  come  to 
Montserrat  without  acquiring  limes  and  lime-juice,  so 
I  ordered  them  ;  and  when  we  presently  returned  to  the 
wharf  this  lad  awaited  me  there,  laden  with  dozens  of 
green  limes  and  a  big  bottle  of  juice. 

Everybody  rowed  off"  to  the  ship,  and  left  me  packing 
up  my  goods  and  paying  for  them.  Then,  struggling 
with  fractious  fruit,  which  kept  rolling  about  and  falling 
from  my  different  pockets,  I  took  a  boat,  and  tumbled 
on  to  the  Rhine  just  as  she  started.  The  Captain 
censured  me  later  on  in  the  evening.  He  declared 
that  my  tardiness  in  returning  to  the  vessel  at  different 
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ports  was   causing  him   some  slight  annoyance.     Me 
said : 

"  You  cut  it  finer  and  finer  every  place  we  stop  at. 
One  of  these  days  you  will  come  flying  back  to  find 
I've  gone.  Your  thirst  for  information  is  all  right  in 
theory,  but  it  will  practically  end  in  your  getting  left 
behind  somewhere.  You  see,  my  ship  carries  Her 
Majesty's  Mails,  and  Her  Majesty's  Mails  are  a  thou- 
sand times  more  important  than  you  and  all  your 
curiosities  and  notes  and  pictures  and  adventures  put 
together.  You'll  admit  that,  of  course  ?  " 
I  answered : 

"  Undoubtedly — from  Her  Majesty's  point  of  view 
and  yours.  I  quite  see  your  side  of  it.  You  must  look 
after  things.  I'll  reform.  Do  not  bother  about  me." 
He  promised  he  would  not,  and  proceeded : 
"The  next  place  we  stop  at  is  Antigua.  We  shall 
get  there  about  ten  o'clock  at  night,  and  stop  rather  less 
than  no  time.  Don't  think  of  leaving  the  ship.  You'll 
be  lost  to  a  certainty  if  you  do.  Besides,  you  can't 
see  anything  or  collect  anything  in  the  dark.  Antigua 
is  very  flat  and  uninteresting  at  best.  If  I  ma}'  advise, 
I  should  ignore  the  place  altogether,  and  retire  early 
for  once." 

I  refused  to  go  to  bed,  but  I  promised  not  to  go 
ashore,  and  the  Captain  was  good  enough  to  thank  me. 
Soon  after  leaving  Montserrat  we  passed  the  little 
island  of  Redonda,  rising  from  the  sea  like  a  grey 
ghost  in  the  gloaming.  The  Fourth  Officer  saw  me 
looking  at  it  and  rushed  to  my  side,  with  facts  at  his 
fingers'  ends. 

"That's  Redonda,"  he  said.     " The  Government  let 
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it  for  three  hundred  pounds  a  year  to  a  man,  who  is 
called  the  King  of  Montserrat  for  some  reason.  Wrecks 
and  guano  are  the  staple  products  of  the  place ;  and, 
recently,  the  chap  who  runs  it  grumbled  about  the  rent, 
and  wanted  them  to  lower  it  a  bit.  He  said  that  since 
they  had  started  a  number  of  lighthouses,  glaring  all 
round  the  neighbourhood  at  night,  wrecks  were  becom- 
ing a  mere  memory,  and  the  value  of  the  place  had 
consequently  deteriorated  by  two-thirds.  Naturally  a 
man  who  lives  on  marine  disasters  draws  the  line  at 
lighthouses." 

Thus  one  branch  of  industry  cuts  the  throat  of 
another.  We  render  our  seas  safe  and  navigable  that 
the  sailor  may  enjoy  slightly  increased  chances  of 
living ;  but  who  extends  a  thought  to  the  wrecker  and 
his  starving  wife  and  family  ? 

The  entrance  to  Antigua  harbour  is  dangerously  full 
of  shoals  and  reefs.  We  steamed  cautiously  through 
the  night  therefore,  and  anon,  off  Sandy  Island  Light- 
house, took  up  a  black  pilot  who  came  alongside  in 
answer  to  our  signals.  Finally  the  Rhine  cast  out 
anchor  about  three  miles  from  shore,  fired  a  gun,  and 
hooted  for  the  Health  Officer,  while  around  her,  bobbing 
out  of  the  gloom  or  floating  in  the  bright  radiance  of 
her  electric  lights,  there  waited  a  number  of  large 
sailing-barges,  their  crews  also  impatient  for  the  arrival 
of  shore  authorities.  These  gentlemen  took  their  own 
time,  and  dawdled  out  in  a  steam-launch  not  much 
before  midnight. 

Columbus  discovered  Antigua  in  1493,  and  named  it 
after  Santa  Maria  la  Antigua,  a  venerable  church  in 
Seville.     History  is  not  much  concerned  with  the  place 
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until  about  a  hundred  and  forty  years  later.  Then 
English  folk  made  some  experiments  in  colonisation. 
Not  until  1666,  however,  does  Antigua  appear  to  have 
become  sufficiently  important  to  attract  the  French. 
They  captured  it  during  that  year,  but  speedily  relin- 
quished the  island  under  the  treaty  of  Breda.  Antigua 
is  now  grown  to  be  a  seat  of  government,  and  is  physi- 
cally interesting  as  having  no  rivers  of  any  description, 
and  very  few  trees.  Sugar-cane  and  pineapples  are 
the  most  important  products.  The  latter  appear  to 
be  most  extensively  grown,  and  find  their  way  to  the 
English  market  in  enormous  quantities. 
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IT  is  not  difficult  to  appreciate  the  recent  catastrophe 
in  Oceania,  where  the  island  of  Great  Sangir  was 
partially  smothered  by  terrific  volcanic  and  seismic 
convulsions,  when  one  has  visited  the  Western  Indies. 

Many  of  these  tropic  isles  probably  owe  their  present 
isolation,  if  not  their  actual  existence,  to  mighty  earth- 
quake throes  in  remote  ages  of  terrestrial  history 
beyond  the  memory  of  man.  But  man's  memory  is 
not  a  very  extensive  affair,  and  at  best  probes  the  past 
to  the  extent  of  a  mere  rind  of  a  few  thousand  years. 
For  the  rest  he  has  to  read  the  word  of  God,  written  in 
fossil  and  stone  and  those  wondrous  arcana  of  Nature 
which,  each  in  turn,  yields  a  fragment  of  the  secret  of 
truth  to  human  intellect. 

Regions  that  have  been  produced  or  largely  modified 
by  earthquake  and  volcanic  upheaval  may,  probably 
enough,  vanish  at  any  moment  under  like  conditions ; 
and  the  island  of  Nevis,  hard  by  St.  Christopher,  in  the 
West  Indies,  strongly  suggests  a  possibility  of  such 
disaster.     It  has  always  been  the  regular  rendezvous 
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of  hurricanes  and  earthquakes  ;  and  it  consists  prac- 
tically of  one  vast  volcanic  mountain  which  rises 
abruptly  from  the  sea,  and  pushes  its  densely  wooded 
sides  three  thousand  two  hundred  feet  into  the  sky. 
The  crater  shows  no  particularly  active  inclination  at 
present ;  but  it  is  doubtless  wide  awake  and  merely 
resting,  like  its  volcanic  neighbour  in  St.  Christopher, 
where  the  breathing  of  the  dormant  giant  can  be  noted 
through  rent  and  rift.  The  Fourth  Officer  assured  me, 
as  we  approached  the  lofty  dome  of  Nevis  and  gazed 
upon  its  fertile  acclivities  and  fringe  of  palms,  that  it 
would  never  surprise  him  upon  his  rounds  to  find  the 
place  had  altogether  disappeared  under  the  Caribbean 
Sea.  He  added,  according  to  his  custom,  an  allusion 
to  Columbus,  and  explained  also  that,  in  the  dead-and- 
gone  daj^s  of  slave  traffic,  Nevis  was  a  much  more 
important  spot  than  it  is  ever  likely  to  become  again. 
Then,  indeed,  the  island  enjoyed  no  little  prosperity 
and  importance,  being  a  head  centre  and  mart  for  the 
industry  in  negroes.  Emancipation,  however,  wrecked 
Nevis  together  with  a  good  many  other  of  the  Antilles. 
At  MontpeHer,  on  this  island.  Lord  Nelson  enjoyed 
a  honeymoon ;  but  now  only  a  few  trees  and  a  little 
ruined  masonry  at  the  corner  of  a  sugar-cane  plantation 
appear  to  mark  the  spot.  Further  it  may  be  recorded, 
as  a  point  in  favour  of  the  place,  that  it  grows  very 
exceptional  Tangerine  oranges.  These,  to  taste  in 
perfection,  should  be  eaten  at  the  turning-point,  before 
their  skins  grow  yellow.  We  cannot  judge  of  the 
noble  possibiUties  in  an  orange  at  home.  I  brought 
back  a  dozen  of  these  Nevis  Tangerines  with  me, 
but    I    secretly  suspected  that,  in  spite  of  their   fine 
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reputation,  quite  inferior  sorts  would  be  able  to  beat 
them  by  the  time  they  got  to  England ;  and  it  was  so. 

We  stopped  half  an  hour  only  at  Charlestown,  Nevis, 
and  then  proceeded  to  St.  Christopher,  a  sister-isle  of 
greater  size  and  scope. 

At  Antigua  there  came  aboard  the  Rhine  a  young 
man,  who  implicitly  leads  us  to  understand  that  he  is 
the  most  important  person  in  the  West  Indies.  He  is 
the  Governor  of  Antigua's  own  clerk,  and  is  going  to 
St.  Christopher  with  a  portmanteau,  some  walking- 
sticks,  and  a  despatch-box.  It  appears  that  his  signi- 
ficance is  gigantic,  and  that,  though  the  nominal  seat 
of  government  lies  at  Antigua,  yet  the  real,  active  centre 
of  political  administration  may  be  found  immediately 
under  the  Panama  hat  of  the  Governor's  own  clerk. 
This  he  takes  the  trouble  to  explain  to  us.  The 
Governor  himself  is  a  puppet,  his  trusted  men  of 
resource  and  portfolio-holders  are  the  veriest  fantoc- 
cini ;  for  the  Governor's  own  clerk  pulls  the  strings, 
frames  the  foreign  policy,  conducts,  controls,  adjusts 
difficulties,  and  maintains  a  right  balance  between  the 
parties.     This  he  condescends  to  make  clear  to  us. 

I  ventured  to  ask  how  many  of  the  more  important 
nations  were  involved  with  the  matters  at  present  in 
his  despatch-box;  and  he  said  lightly,  as  though  the 
concern  in  hand  was  a  mere  bagatelle,  that  only  the 
United  States,  Great  Britain,  and  Germany  were 
occupying  his  attention  at  the  moment. 

The  Model  Man  said  : 

"  I  suppose  you'll  soon  knock  off  a  flea-bite  like 
that  ?  " 

And  the  Governor's  own  clerk  answered  : 
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"  Yes,  I  fancy  so,  unless  any  unforeseen  hitch 
happens.     Negotiations  are  pending," 

I  liked  his  last  sentence  particularly.  It  smacked  so 
strongly  of  miles  of  red  tape  and  months  of  official 
delay. 

When  we  reached  St.  Christopher,  it  was  currently 
reported  that  the  Governor's  own  clerk  had  simply 
come  to  settle  a  dispute  between  two  negro  landowners 
concerning  a  fragment  of  the  island  rather  smaller  than 
a  table-napkin  ;  but,  personally,  I  doubt  not  this  was  a 
blind,  under  cover  of  which  he  secretly  pushed  forward 
those  pending  negotiations.  He  certainly  had  fine 
diplomatic  instincts,  and  a  sound  view,  from  a  political 
standpoint,  of  the  value  of  veracity. 

When  we  cast  our  anchor  off  Basseterre,  St.  Chris- 
topher, the  Treasure  hurried  to  me  in  some  sorrow. 
He  had  proposed  going  ashore  with  his  Enchantress 
and  her  mother,  to  show  them  the  sights ;  but  now,  to 
his  dismay,  he  found  that  unforeseen  official  duties 
would  keep  him  on  the  ship  during  our  brief  sojourn 
here.  With  anxiety  almost  pathetic,  therefore,  he 
entrusted  the  Enchantress  to  me,  and  commended  her 
mother  to  the  Doctor's  care.  I  felt  the  compliment, 
and  assured  him  that  I  would  simply  devote  myself  to 
her — platonically  withal ;  but  the  Doctor  was  not  quite 
so  hearty  about  her  mother.  However,  he  had  to  behave 
like  a  gentleman,  whether  he  felt  inclined  to  do  so  or 
not ;  which  the  Treasure  knew,  and,  therefore,  felt 
safe. 

Our  party  of  four  started  straightway  for  a  ramble 
in  St.  Kitts  (as  St.  Christopher  is  more  generally 
called),  and,  upon  landing,  we  were  happily  met  by  a 
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middle-aged  negro,  who  had  evidentl}'  watched  our 
boat  from  afar.  He  tumbled  off  a  pile  of  planks  where 
he  had  been  basking  in  the  sun,  girt  his  indifferent 
raiment  about  him,  and  then,  by  sheer  force  of  cha- 
racter, took  complete  command  of  our  contemplated 
expedition.  It  may  have  been  hypnotism  or  some 
kindred  mystery,  but  we  were  unresisting  children  in 
his  hands.  He  said :  "  Follow  me,  gem'men :  me 
show  you  ebb'ryting  for  nuffing :  de  'tanical  Garns,  de 
prison-house,  de  public  buildings,  de  church,  an'  all. 
Dis  way,  dis  way,  ladies.  Don't  listen  to  dem  niggers ; 
dey  nobody  on  dis  island." 

The  Doctor  alone  fought  feebly ;  but  it  was  useless, 
and,  in  two  minutes,  our  masterful  Ethiop  had  led  us 
all  away  to  see  the  sights. 

"  What's  your  name  ?  "   I  asked. 

"  Jefferson,  sar ;  ebb'rybody  know  Jefferson.  Fus' 
we  go  to  'tanical  Garns.     Here  dey  is." 

The  Botanical  Gardens  of  Basseterre,  St.  Kitts,  were 
handsome,  extensive,  and  well  cared  for.  We  wandered 
with  pleasure  down  broad  walks,  shaded  by  cabbage 
palms  and  palmettos,  mahogany  and  tamarind  trees ; 
we  admired  the  fountain  and  varied  foliage  and  blazing 
flower-beds,  streaked  and  splashed  with  the  usual  bril- 
liant blossoms. 

"There,"  said  the  mother  of  the  Enchantress,  point- 
ing to  a  handsome  lily,  "is  a  specimen  of  Crinum 
Asiaticiimr 

The  Doctor  started  as  though  she  had  used  a  bad 
word.  He  hates  a  woman  to  know  anything  he  does 
not,  and  this  botanical  display  irritated  him  ;  but  our 
attention  was  instantly  distracted    by  Jefferson,  who, 
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upon  hearing  the  hly  admired,  walked  straight  up  to  it, 
and  picked  it. 

I  expostulated  ;  I  said  : 

"  You  mustn't  go  plucking  curiosities  here,  Jefferson, 
or  you  will  get  us  all  into  hot  water." 

"  Dat's  right,  massa,"  he  replied.  "  Me  an'  de  boss 
garner  great  ole  frens.  De  ladies  jus'  say  what  dey 
like,  an'  Jefferson  pick  him  off  for  dem." 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  a  fine  theatrical 
display  followed,  as  our  party  grew  gradually  bolder 
and  bolder,  and  our  guide,  evidently  upon  his  mettle, 
complied  with  each  request  in  turn. 

I  will  cast  a  fragment  of  the  dialogue  and  action  in 
dramatic  form,  so  that  you  may  the  better  judge  of  and 
picture  that  wild  scene. 

The  Enchantress  {timidly) :  Should  you  think  we 
might  have  this  tiny  flower  ? 

Jefferson  :  I  pick  him,  missy.     (Does  so.) 

The  Doctor  :  I  wonder  if  they'd  miss  one  of  those 
red  things  ?     They've  got  a  good  number.     I  believe 

they're  medicinal.     Should  you  think ? 

{Jefferson  picks  two  of  the  flowers  in  question.     The 
Doctor  takes  hemi.) 

The  Mother  of  the  Enchantress  :  Dear  me  !  here's 
a  singularly  fine  specimen  of  the  Somethingiensis.     I 

wonder  if  you ? 

{Jefferson  picks  it.) 

The  Doctor:  We  might,  perhaps,  have  that  big  affair 
there,  hidden  away  behind  those  orange  trees.  Nobody 
will  miss  it.     I  should  rather  like  it  for  my  own. 

{^Jefferson  wrestles  with  this  concern,  and  the  Doctor 
lends  him  a  knife.) 
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The  Enchantress  :  Oh,  there's  such  a  sweet,  sweet 
blossom  !  Could  we  have  that;  and  that  bud,  and  that 
bunch  of  leaves  next  to  them,  Monsieur  Jefferson  ? 

(^Jefferson,    evidently  feeling  he    is    in  for  a  hard 

mornings  work,  makes  further  onslaught  upon 

the  flora,  and  drags  down  three  parts  of  an 

entire  tree?) 

The  Mother  of  the  Enchantress  :  When  you've 

done  there,  I  will  ask  you  to  go  into  this  fountain  for 

one  of  those  blue  water-lilies. 

(^fefferson,  getting  rather  sick  of  it,  pretends  he  does 
not  hear.^ 
The  Doctor  {speaking  in  loud  tones  which  Jeff erson 
cannot  ignore)  :  Pick  that,  please  ;  and  that ;  and  those 
things  half-way  up  that  tree. 

(Jefferson  begins  to  grow  very  hot  and  uneasy.     He 

peeps  about  nervously,  probably  with  a  view  to 

dodging  his  old  friend,  the  head  gardener.^ 

The  Chronicler  {feeling  that  his  party  is  disgracing 

itself  avid  desiring  to  reprove  them  in  a  parable)  :  I  say, 

Jefferson,  could  you  cut  down  that  palm — the  biggest 

of  those  two — and  have  it  sent  along  to  the  ship  ?     If 

the  head  gardener  is  here,  he  might  help  you. 

Jefferson  {losing  his  temper,  missing  the  parable,  and 
turning  upon  the  Chronicler)  :  No,  sar !  You  no  hab 
no  more.  I'se  dam  near  pulled  off  ebb'ryting  in  de 
'tanical  Garns,  an'  I'se  gwine  right  away  now  'fore 
anyfing's  said  ! 

{Exit  Jefferson    rapidly,   trying  to   conceal  a  mass 
of  foliage  under  his  ragged  coat.     The  party 
follows  him  in  single  file.) 
[Curtaini] 
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I  doubt  not  that,  had  we  met  the  head  gardener  just 
then,  our  guide  would  have  lost  a  friend. 

Henceforth,  evidently  feeling  we  were  not  wholly 
responsible  in  this  foreign  atmosphere  of  wonders, 
Jefferson  stuck  to  the  streets  and  took  us  to  churches 
and  shops  and  other  places  where  we  had  to  control 
ourselves  and  leave  things  alone. 

On  the  way  to  a  photographer's  he  cooled  down  and 
became  instructive  again.  He  told  us  the  name  and 
address  and  bad  actions  of  every  white  person  we  met. 
Society  at  St.  Kitts,  from  his  point  of  view,  appeared  to 
be  in  an  utterly  rotten  condition.  The  most  reputable 
clique  was  his  own.  We  met  several  of  his  personal 
friends.  They  were  generally  brown  or  yellow,  and 
he  assured  us  that  he  had  white  blood  in  him  too — a 
fact  we  could  not  possibly  have  guessed.  Presently 
he  grew  confidential,  and  mentioned  that  his  eldest  son 
was  a  source  of  great  discomfort  to  him.  At  the  age 
of  fifteen,  Jefferson  Junior  had  run  away  from  home, 
and  left  St.  Kitts  to  better  himself  at  Barbados.  Five 
years  afterwards,  however,  when  he  had  almost  passed 
out  of  his  parents'  memory,  so  Jefferson  declared,  the 
young  man  returned,  sick  and  penniless,  to  the  home 
of  his  birth. 

I  said  here  : 

"  This  is  the  Prodigal  Son  story  over  again,  Jefferson. 
Did  you  kill  the  fatted  calf,  I  wonder,  and  make  much 
of  the  lad  ?  " 

"  No,  sar,"  he  answered ;  "  didn't  kill  no  fatted 
nuffing,  but  I  precious  near  kill  de  podigal  son." 

Concerning  St.  Christopher,  we  have  direct  authority, 
from  the  immortal  and  ubiquitous  Columbus  himself, 
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that  it  is  an  island  of  exceptional  advantages ;  for, 
delighted  with  its  aspect  in  1493,  he  bestowed  his  own 
name  upon  it.  Indeed,  the  place  has  a  beautiful  and 
imposing  appearance.  Dark  green  forests  and  emerald 
tracts  of  sugar-cane  now  clothe  its  plains  and  hills ;  and 
Mount  Misery,  the  loftiest  peak,  rises  to  a  height  of 
over  four  thousand  feet.  Caribs  were  the  original 
inhabitants  and  possessors  of  St.  Kitts,  but  when 
England  and  France  agreed  to  divide  this  island  between 
them  in  1627,  we  find  the  local  anthropophagi  left  out 
in  the  cold  as  usual.  After  bickering  for  about  sixty 
years,  the  French  enjoyed  a  temporary  success,  and 
slew  their  British  brother-colonists  pretty  generally. 
Then  Fortune's  wheel  took  a  turn,  and  under  the 
Peace  of  Utrecht,  in  1713,  St.  Kitts  became  our  property 
from  strand  to  mountain-top. 

There  is  only  one  road  in  this  island,  I  am  told,  but 
that  is  thirty  miles  long,  and  extends  all  round  the 
place.  Volcanic  indications  occur  freely  on  Mount 
Misery ;  and  as  at  Nevis,  so  here,  the  entire  community 
may,  some  day,  find  itself  very  uncomfortably  situated. 
A  feature  of  St.  Kitts  is  said  to  be  monkeys,  which 
occur  in  the  woods.  These,  however,  like  the  deer  at 
Tobago,  are  more  frequently  heard  of  than  seen. 
People  were  rather  alarmed  here,  during  our  flying 
visit,  by  a  form  of  influenza  which  settled  upon  the 
town  of  Basseterre ;  but  we,  who  had  only  lately  come 
from  England,  and  were  familiar  with  the  revolting 
lengths  to  which  this  malady  will  go  in  cold  climes, 
reassured  them,  and  laughed  their  puny  tropical  species 
to  scorn.  Finally,  of  St.  Kitts,  I  would  say,  from 
information  received  in  the  first  case,  and  from  personal 


LEPER  PICTURES.  239 

experience  in  the  second,  that  there  you  shall  find 
sugar  culture  in  most  approved  and  advanced  perfection, 
and  purchase  walking-sticks  of  bewildering  variety  and 
beauty. 

The  ladies  of  our  party  decreed  they  had  no  wish  to 
visit  the  gaol — a  decision  on  their  part  which  annoyed 
Jefferson  considerably.  He  explained  that  the  St. 
Kitts  prison-house  was,  perhaps,  better  worth  seeing 
than  anything  on  the  island ;  he  also  added  that  a 
book  was  kept  there,  in  which  we  should  be  invited 
to  write  our  names  and  make  remarks.  They  were 
proof,  however,  against  even  this  inducement ;  and, 
having  seen  the  church — a  very  English  building,  with 
homely  little  square  tower — we  left  our  Enchantress 
and  her  parent  at  the  photographer's,  to  make  such 
purchases  as  seemed  good  to  them,  and  await  our 
return. 

In  this  picture-shop,  by  the  way,  the  Doctor  grew 
almost  boisterously  delighted  over  a  remarkable  repre- 
sentation of  negro  lepers.  Young  and  old,  male  and 
female,  halt  and  maimed,  the  poor  sufferers  had  been 
photographed  in  a  long  row  ;  and  my  brother  secured 
the  entire  panorama  of  them  and  whined  for  more. 
These  lamentable  portraits  of  lepers  gave  him  keener 
pleasure  than  anything  he  had  seen  since  we  left 
the  Trinidad  Hospital,  In  future,  when  we  reached  a 
new  port,  he  would  always  hurry  off  to  photographers' 
shops,  where  they  existed,  and  simply  clamour  for 
lepers. 

I  asked  Jefferson,  as  we  proceeded  to  the  prison, 
whether  he  thought  we  should  be  allowed  to  peer  about 
among  the  inner  secrets  of  the  place,  and  he  answered  : 
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"  You  see  ebb'ryting,  sar ;  de  head  p'liceman  great 
ole  fren'  of  mine." 

My  brother  said  : 

"  You  seem  to  know  all  the  best  people  in  St.  Kitts, 
Jefferson." 

And  he  admitted  that  it  was  so.      He  replied  : 

"  Jefferson  'quainted  wid  ebb'rybody,  an'  ebb'rybody 
'quainted  wid  Jefferson," 

Which  put  his  position  in  a  nutshell. 

The  prison  was  not  very  impressive  viewed  from 
outside,  being  but  a  mere,  mean,  black  and  white 
building,  with  outer  walls  which  experienced  criminals 
at  home  would  have  smiled  at.  We  rang  a  noisy  bell, 
and  were  allowed  to  enter  upon  the  demand  of  Jefferson. 

Four  sinners  immediately  met  our  gaze.  They  sat 
pensively  breaking  stones  in  a  wide  courtyard.  A 
building,  with  barred  windows,  threw  black  shade  upon 
the  blazing  white  ground  of  this  open  space ;  and  here, 
shielded  from  the  sun,  the  convicts  reclined  and  made 
a  show  of  work.  Jefferson,  with  rather  a  lack  of 
delicate  feeling,  drew  up  before  this  little  stone-breaking 
party  and  beamed  upon  it.  The  Doctor  and  I  walked 
past  and  tried  to  look  as  though  we  saw  nobody,  but 
our  guide  did  not  choose  that  we  should  thus  miss  the 
most  interesting  thing  in  the  place. 

"  Look  har,  gem'men ;  see  dese  pris'ners  breakin' 
stones." 

"All  right,  all  right,"  answered  my  brother;  "push 
on ;  don't  stand  staring  there.  We  haven't  come  to 
gloat  over  those  poor  devils." 

But  I  really  think  the  culprits  were  as  disappointed 
as  Jefferson.     They  evidently  felt  that  they  were  the 
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most  important  part  of  the  entire  spectacle,  and  rather 
resented  being  passed  over. 

"You  won't  see  no  more  pris'ners,  if  you  don't  look 
at  dese,  sar,"  answered  Jefferson.  "  Dar's  only  terrible 
few  convicts  in  de  gaol  jus'  now." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  answered  the  unsympathetic 
Doctor. 

It  certainly  appeared  to  be  a  most  lonely  and 
languishing  place  of  incarceration.  We  inspected  the 
cells,  and  observed  in  one  of  them  a  peculiar  handle 
fastened  against  the  wall.  This  proved  to  be  a  West 
Indian  substitute  for  the  treadmill.  The  turning  of 
the  handle  can  be  made  easy  or  difficult  by  an  arrange- 
ment of  screws  without  the  cell.  The  affair  is  set  for 
a  certain  number  of  revolutions,  and  a  warder  explained 
to  us  that  where  hard  labour  has  been  meted  to  a 
prisoner,  he  spends  long,  weary  hours  struggling  with 
this  apparatus  and  earning  his  meals.  When  the 
necessary  number  of  turns  are  completed,  a  bell  rings ; 
and  one  can  easily  picture  the  relief  in  many  an  erring 
black  man's  heart  upon  the  sound  of  it.  At  another 
corner  of  the  courtyard  was  piled  a  great  heap  of 
cannon-balls.  These  were  used  for  shot-drill — an 
arduous  form  of  exercise  calculated  to  tame  the  wildest 
spirit  and  break  the  strongest  back.  The  whitewashed 
cells  were  wonderfully  clean  and  wholesome — more  so, 
in  fact,  than  most  public  apartments  I  saw  elsewhere 
in  the  West  Indies.  This  effect  may  be  produced  in 
some  measure  by  the  absolute  lack  of  household  goods 
and  utensils,  pictures,  or  bric-a-brac.  In  fact,  the  only 
piece  of  furniture  I  could  find  anywhere  was  a  massive 
wooden  tripod,  used  for  flogging  prisoners  upon. 

16 
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Then  we  went  in  to  have  a  chat  with  the  Super- 
intendent. He  was  rather  nervous  and  downcast,  and 
apparently  feared  that  we  had  formed  a  poor  opinion 
of  his  gaol.  He  apologised  quite  humbly  for  the 
paucity  of  prisoners,  and  explained  that  times  were 
bad,  and  there  was  little  or  nothing  doing  in  the 
criminal  world  of  St.  Kitts.  He  really  did  not  know 
what  had  come  to  the  place  lately.  He  perfectly 
remembered,  in  the  good  old  days,  having  had  above 
fifty  prisoners  at  a  time  in  his  hands.  Why,  blacks 
had  been  hanged  there  before  now.  But  of  late  busi- 
ness grew  to  be  a  mere  farce.  If  anybody  did  do 
anything  of  a  capitally  criminal  nature  at  St.  Kitts 
during  the  next  twenty  years  or  so,  he  very  much 
doubted  if  the  authorities  would  permit  him  to  carry 
the  affair  through.  His  opinion  was  that  an  assassin 
would  be  taken  away  altogether  and  bestowed  upon 
Antigua.  I  asked  him  how  he  accounted  for  such  a 
stagnation  in  crime,  and  he  answered,  rather  bitterly, 
that  the  churches  and  chapels  and  Moravian  missions 
had  to  be  thanked  for  it.  There  were  far  too  many 
of  them.  Ordinary  human  instincts  were  frustrated  at 
every  turn.  Little,  paltry  sects  of  nobodies  filled  their 
tin  meeting-houses  Sunday  after  Sunday,  and  yet  an 
important  Government  institution,  like  the  gaol,  re- 
mained practically  empty.  He  could  not  understand 
it.  At  the  rate  things  were  going,  it  would  be  necessary 
to  shut  his  prison  up  altogether  in  a  year's  time. 
Certainly,  one  of  his  present  charges — a  man  he  felt 
proud  of  in  every  way — was  sentenced  to  penal  servitude 
for  life,  and  had  only  lately  made  a  determined  attempt 
to  escape.     But  he  could  hardly  expect  the  Govern- 
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ment  to  keep  up  an  entire  gaol,  with  warders  and  a 
Superintendent  and  everything,  for  one  man,  however 
wicked  he  might  be.  I  tried  to  cheer  him  up,  and 
spoke  hopefully  about  the  natural  depravity  of  all  that 
is  human.     I  said  : 

"You  must  look  forward.  The  Powers  of  Evil  are 
by  no  means  played  out  yet.  Black  sheep  occur  in 
every  fold.  After  periods  of  drought,  seasons  of  great 
plenty  frequently  ensue.  There  should  be  magnificent 
raw  material  in  this  island,  which  will  presently  mature, 
and  keep  you  as  busy  as  a  bee." 

"  Dar's  my  son,  too,"  said  Jefferson  encouragingly ; 
"  I'se  pretty  sure  you  hab  him  'fore  long." 

Then  the  man  grew  slightly  more  sanguine,  and 
asked  if  we  should  care  to  sign  his  book  and  make 
a  few  remarks  in  it  before  departing. 

"  Of  course  I  know  it's  only  a  small  prison  at  best," 
he  admitted. 

"  As  to  that,"  answered  the  Doctor,  speaking  for 
himself,  "  I  have  certainly  been  in  a  great  many  bigger 
ones,  but  never  in  any  house  of  detention  better  con- 
ducted and  cleaner  kept  than  yours.  You  deserve 
more  ample  recognition.  I  should  judge  you  to  be 
a  man  second  to  none  in  your  management  of  male- 
factors. For  my  part,  I  will  assuredly  write  this  much 
in  your  book." 

The  volume  was  produced,  and  my  brother  sat  down 
and  expatiated  about  the  charms  and  advantages  of 
St.  Kitts  prison-house.  He  filled  half  a  page  with 
complimentary  and  irresponsible  criticism ;  then  he 
handed  the  book  to  me.  The  Superintendent  said  that 
he  should  take  it  as  particularly  kind  if,  in  my  remarks, 
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I  would  insert  a  good  word  for  the  drainage  system. 
Advised  by  the  Doctor  that  I  might  do  so  with  truth 
and  justice,  I  wrote  something  of  this  sort : 

"  A  remarkably  clean,  ably  managed,  and  well- 
ordered  establishment,  with  an  admirable  staff  of 
officials,  a  gratifying  scarcity  of  evil-doers,  and  par- 
ticularly happy  sanitary  arrangements." 

Then  we  went  off  to  rejoin  the  Enchantress  and  her 
mother,  and  see  further  sights  during  the  brief  time 
which  now  remained  at  our  disposal.  The  ladies  had 
completed  their  purchases ;  and  with  them  we  now 
traversed  extended  portions  of  the  town,  and  visited 
a  negro  colony,  where  thatched  roofs  peeped  out  from 
among  tattered  plantain  leaves,  and  rustic  cottages  hid 
in  the  shade  of  tamarind  and  orange,  Hme  and  cocoa- 
nut.  The  lazy  folk  lounged  about,  chewing  sugar-cane 
and  munching  bananas,  according  to  their  pleasant 
custom.  The  men  chattered,  and  the  women  prattled 
and  played  with  their  yellow  and  ebony  babies.  One 
saw  no  ambition,  no  proper  pride,  no  obtrusive  morality 
anywhere.  Jefferson  appeared  to  be  a  personage  in 
these  parts.  He  marched  along  saluting  his  many 
friends  and  smoking  a  cigar  which  the  Doctor  had 
given  him.  He  stopped  occasionally  to  crack  a  joke 
or  offer  advice  ;  and  when  we  came  to  any  negro  or 
negress  whose  history  embraced  a  matter  of  interest, 
Jefferson  would  stop  and  lecture  upon  the  subject, 
while  he  or  she  stood  and  grinned,  and  admitted  his 
remarks  were  unquestionably  true.  As  a  rule,  instead 
of  grinning  they  ought  to  have  wept. 

Then  we  came  down  through  a  slum,  and  found 
ourselves  by  the  sea,  upon  a  long,  level  beach  of  dark 
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sand.  The  pier  stood  half  a  mile  ahead,  so  my  party 
now  determined  to  proceed  without  further  delay  to  the 
boats  and  return  to  the  Rhine.  Apprised  of  this  in- 
tention, Jefferson  prepared  to  take  leave  of  us.  He 
assured  me  that  it  had  given  him  very  considerable 
pleasure  to  thus  devote  his  morning  hours  to  our 
service.  He  trusted  that  we  were  satisfied  with  his 
efforts,  and  hinted  that  though  he  should  not  dream 
of  levying  any  formal  charge,  yet  some  trifling  and 
negotiable  memento  of  us  would  not  be  misunderstood 
or  give  him  the  least  offence.  We  rewarded  him 
adequately,  thanked  him  much  for  all  his  trouble, 
and  hoped  that,  when  next  we  visited  St.  Kitts,  his 
cheerful  face  might  be  the  first  to  meet  us.  He 
answered : 

"  Please  God,  gem'men,  I  be  at  de  pier-head  when 
next  you  come  'long.  Anyhow,  you  ask  for  Jefferson." 
Then,  blessing  us  without  stint,  he  departed. 

And  here  I  am  reluctantly  compelled  to  reprove  the 
white  and  tawny-coloured  inhabitants  of  St.  Kitts  for 
a  breach  of  good  manners.  Boat-loads  of  gentlemen 
from  shore  crowded  the  Rliinc  like  locusts  during  her 
short  stay  at  this  island.  They  inundated  the  saloon 
bar,  scrambled  for  seats  at  the  luncheon-table,  and 
showed  a  wild  eagerness  to  eat  and  drink  for  nothing 
which  was  most  unseemly.  One  would  have  imagined 
that  these  worthy  folks  only  enjo3'ed  a  hearty  meal 
upon  the  occasional  visits  of  a  steamer ;  for,  after  they 
had  done  with  us,  they  all  rowed  off  to  a  neighbour- 
ing vessel  and  boarded  her  in  like  manner,  swarming 
up  her  sides  to  see  what  they  could  devour.  That  the 
intelligent   male  population  of  an  island  should  come 
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off  to  the  ships,  and  chat  with  acquaintances  and  hear 
the  latest  news  and  enlarge  its  mind,  is  rational 
enough  ;  but  that  it  should  organise  greedy  raids  upon 
the  provisions,  and  get  in  the  way  of  the  crew  and 
passengers,  and  eat  up  refreshments  which  it  is  not 
justified  in  even  approaching,  appears  to  me  unrefined, 
if  not  absolutely  vulgar. 

Leprosy  and  gluttony  are  the  prevailing  disorders 
at  St.  Kitts.  The  first  is,  unfortunately,  incurable,  but 
the  second  m.ight  easily  be  remedied,  and  should  be. 
All  that  the  white  inhabitants  need  is  a  shade  more 
self-control  in  the  matter  of  other  people's  food  ;  then 
they  will  be  equal  to  the  best  of  their  brothers  at  home 
or  abroad. 

That  afternoon  the  subject  of  influenza  formed  a 
principal  theme  in  the  smoking-room  of  the  Rhine. 
Our  Fourth  OfBcer  said  : 

"  Probably  I  am  better  qualified  to  discuss  it  than 
any  of  you  men  ;  for,  two  years  ago,  I  had  a  most 
violent  attack  of  Russian  influenza  in  Russia.  Mere 
English,  suburban  influenza  is  child's-play  by  compari- 
son. I  suffered  at  Odessa  on  the  Black  Sea,  and  my 
temperature  went  up  to  just  under  two  hundred,  and 
I  singed  the  bed-clothes.  A  friend  of  mine,  an  old 
shipmate,  had  it  at  the  same  place  ;  and  his  tempera- 
ture went  considerably  over  two  hundred,  and  he  set  his 
bed-clothes  on  fire  and  was  burnt  to  death,  being  too 
weak  to  escape." 

This  reminiscence  would  seem  to  show  that  our 
Fourth  Officer  has  at  last  exhausted  his  supplies  of 
facts,  and  will  now  no  doubt  fall  back  on  reserves 
of  fiction  ;  which,  judged  from   this  sample,  are  pro- 
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bably  very  extensive.  Though  few  mariners  turn 
noveHsts,  yet  it  is  significant,  as  showing  the  great 
bond  of  union  between  seafaring  Hfe  and  pure  imagi- 
nation, that  those  who  have  done  so  can  point  to 
most  gratifying  results. 


CHAPTER   XX. 

St.  Thomas — In  Ladies'  Hands — The  Coal-women — Their 
Remarkable  Ways — Coral  and  Echini — A  Fantastic  Meta- 
morphosis— The  '  Styx  ' — Chah-Chahs — A  Curiosity — The 
Vigilant — Shylock  and  Certain  Walking-sticks — The  Man 
from  Venezuela — Some  Quaint  Smuggling  Yarns. 

THERE  is  no  pleasanter  place  than  St.  Thomas, 
in  the  Virgin  Islands,  to  spend  an  idle  week. 
When,  therefore,  I  learned  that  the  Rhine  would  stop 
and  rest  and  take  in  coal  at  this  port,  I  was  pleased. 
Viewed  from  the  sea,  St.  Thomas  is,  perhaps,  the  most 
beautiful  town  in  the  West  Indies.  It  lies  spread 
along  the  confines  of  a  noble  harbour,  and  climbs  the 
lofty  hillsides  beyond,  nestling  in  three  distinct  colonies 
upon  the  acclivities  of  the  mountains.  The  forests 
are  rich  with  varied  and  abundant  foliage ;  the  houses 
shine  with  white  walls  under  red  and  purple  roofs; 
while  a  curious  feature  of  the  town  is  the  flagstafifs, 
which  rise  in  hundreds  amidst  the  habitations,  like 
giant  spears.  Every  third  or  fourth  dwelling  possesses 
a  flagstaff,  and  a  brilliant  vision  of  fluttering  bunting 
must  be  the  result  when  the  place  decks  itself  in  time 
of  public  rejoicing.  There  is  much  sound  common 
sense  displayed  in  several  directions  at  St.  Thomas. 
Though  a  Danish  island,  you  shall  find  that  English 
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is  almost  universally  spoken,  and  the  authorities  make 
no  attempt  to  force  their  own  language  down  the  throats 
of  the  common  people.  I  do  not  fancy  that  negroes 
can  get  a  command  of  Danish.  In  any  case,  our  tongue 
possesses  greater  commercial  value,  and  has  proved 
itself  more  useful  generally  than  that  of  the  Danes.  In 
fact,  Danish  does  not  speak  well  at  all,  though,  I  under- 
stand, it  sings  admirably. 

Evidences  of  a  decayed  prosperity  appear  on  every 
side  inland.  The  buildings  are  upon  a  handsome 
scale  in  the  better  parts  of  the  town,  but  the  wealth 
that  erected  and  maintained  them  has  long  vanished 
away.  Under  the  forest  trees,  also,  and  scattered  over 
the  mountain-sides,  appear  massive  stone  foundations 
of  mansions  that  exist  no  longer,  and  luxuriant  wilder- 
nesses of  forest  which  were  formerly  noble  private 
gardens  and  parks.  St.  Thomas  is,  in  fact,  a  most 
deceptive  spot.  Viewed  from  the  sea  it  appears  a 
singularly  prosperous  little  centre  of  human  activity  ; 
but  intelligent  perambulation  of  its  streets  and  outlying 
districts  will  lead  to  opposite  conclusions. 

Formerly,  when  she  was  the  Royal  Mail  Company's 
depot  and  headquarters,  the  island  enjoyed  a  greater 
measure  of  prosperity  ;  but  now  her  importance 
dwindles   and  her  significance  is  small. 

The  Rhine  was  well-nigh  deserted  at  this  port.  All 
our  passengers  left  us,  including  the  Enchantress  and 
her  parent ;  but  for  my  own  part,  I  chose  to  live  on 
board  rather  than  court  the  hospitality  of  an  hotel. 
Not  that  the  hostelries  in  the  West  Indies  are  uninvit- 
ing, or  uncomfortable ;  only  a  ship  is  cooler,  and,  when 
in  port,  quieter,  and  perhaps  cleaner. 
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But  an  operation  which  I  had  not  bargained  for 
upset  the  above  calculation  for  a  considerable  time.  I 
found  one  morning  that  the  Model  Man,  the  Treasure, 
the  Fourth  Officer,  and  all  the  other  leading  hghts  of 
the  Rhine,  were  making  strange  preparations  for  their 
own  comfort,  by  hermetically  sealing  up  their  cabins. 
Over  the  doors  and  windows  they  fastened  sheets  of 
brown  paper  and  stretched  yards  of  tarpauHn.  The 
Treasure  said  : 

"  You're  all  right,  because  your  place  is  below,  but 
we  have  to  take  these  precautions.  The  ship  will  be 
a  black  pandemonium  in  an  hour.  We're  going  along- 
side the  wharf  almost  immediately.  D'you  see  that 
landing-stage  there,  under  the  hill,  with  a  great  bank 
behind  it  that  looks  like  silver  in  the  sun,  and  a  crowd 
of  women  fluttering  about  with  baskets,  waiting  for 
something  ?  That's  the  coaling  station,  and,  as  soon 
as  we  get  there,  those  strange  females  will  swoop  down 
upon  us  in  hundreds.  They  are  beginning  to  warp 
the  ship  to  the  jetty  now." 

Soon  we  lay,  moored  fore  and  aft,  at  the  mercy  of 
Amazonian  negresses.  The  coal-women  are  wonderful 
creatures :  tall  and  muscular,  and  straight  as  darts, 
with  all  the  physical  strength  and  conversational 
vulgarity  of  the  sterner  sex.  They  strode  about  like 
guardsmen  in  petticoats,  smoking  black  pipes,  exchang- 
ing jests,  and  waiting  for  work  to  begin.  One  strapping 
girl,  in  a  short  white  frock,  accosted  me  as  I  watched 
them.     She  said : 

"  Massa,  gib  me  a  shilHng,  an'  I  dance  for  him." 

Apprehending  no  pleasure  from  the  display,  I  declined. 
Then  she  said  : 
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"  Massa,  gib  me  sixpence,  an'  I  dance  for  him." 

I  replied  : 

"No,  Jane.  It  isn't  the  cost  of  the  entertainment. 
One  shilling  seems  very  reasonable  for  a  pas  seiil  in 
this  climate,  but  I  don't  want  to  see  you  dancing.  You 
look  much  better  just  walking  about  in  a  ladylike  way, 
smoking  your  pipe." 

Communication  with  the  shore  was  soon  established, 
and  the  business  of  coaling  begun.     The  women  carry 
about  a  hundredweight  of  coal  at  a  time  in  a  basket 
on  their  heads.     They  get  a  halfpenny  for  each  basket, 
and  make  about  a  hundred  and  twenty  to  a  hundred 
and  forty  journeys  at  one  spell ;  which  represents  six 
or  seven   tons   carried    more    than  a  mile.     They  are 
picturesque  beings  in  their  rags  and  tatters ;  and  they 
not   only  work   very   hard,    but   swear   very   hard   if 
stopped,  as  sometimes  happens  when  a  basket  is  sus- 
pected to  be  under  weight.     One  girl  was  refused  her 
halfpenny  of  payment  for  a  light  load,  and  she  lost  her 
temper  very  badly  about  it,  and  stood  in  the  gangway 
and  swore  unceasingly  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour.     No- 
body paid  the  least  attention  to  her,  but  she  was  not 
discouraged.     She  cursed  the  First,  Second,  and  Third 
Engineers,    singly    and    collectively ;    she    cursed    the 
stokers  and  firemen  ;  she  cursed  the  Captain  and  the 
officers,  the  Company  and  the  ship.     Then  she  noticed 
I  was  admiring  her,  and  gave  me  a  separate  curse  all 
to   myself     Her  vocabulary  was   extensive  and   full- 
flavoured.     She    knew  all    the    most    popular    English 
maledictions,  and  a  few  French.     She  may  have  com- 
manded a  Danish    imprecation   or    two   also,  but  was 
doubtless  aware  that  they  would  be  thrown  away  upon 
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uncultured  English  ears.  Her  remarks  must  have  cost 
the  girl  about  one  shilling  in  time  wasted ;  but  she 
evidently  felt  the  language  had  done  her  good,  and 
returned  to  work  again  much  refreshed. 

The  Doctor  and  I  went  for  a  lengthy  stroll  during 
the  morning  of  coaling,  and  found  an  exceedingly  in- 
teresting coral  strand.     The  entire  beach  appeared  to 
be  composed  of  fragments  of  sun-bleached   coral.     It 
was  dazzlingly  white,  and  upon  it — green  and  clear  as 
liquid  beryl — the  sea  came  rippling  with  gentle  wave. 
Shells,  too,  of  every  sort   abounded,  from   extremely 
small  pink  cowries  and  delicate  "green  pea"  shells,  to 
massive   conchs    and    other    large    affairs.      A   mere 
pebble  would  have  been   quite  a  curiosity   upon   this 
beach.     Every   square  foot    of  it    brimmed    over  with 
matters  of  infinite  interest,  and  we  filled  our  pockets 
with  trophies  before  we  had  gone  twenty  yards.    These 
were  discarded  for  better  specimens  as  we  proceeded. 
There  was  a  slight  element  of  danger  and  excitement 
also,  for    many  scorpions    lived  in    the    bigger  shells. 
Possession  being  nine  points  of  the  law,  I  never  ques- 
tioned their  rights  myself,  but  the  Doctor  always  went 
out   of  his  way  to    collect  a   shell  which   he   fancied 
contained  a  scorpion.     Then  he  would  evict  the  tenant 
with  matches. 

At  a  point  upon  this  beach  rocks  jutted  out  into  the 
sea,  and  from  the  summits  of  them  marine  wonders, 
not  less  great  than  the  debris  of  the  shore,  were  clearly 
visible  in  the  transparent  waters.  Here  echini,  some 
with  black,  some  with  white,  some  with  red  spines, 
crawled  about.  The  spines  are  movable  and  fastened 
upon  a  shell.     Their  skeletons,   or  sea-eggs,  as  they 
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are  called,  litter  the  beach.  Live  coral,  brown  in 
colour,  filled  the  sea,  and  grew  like  rounded  masses 
of  sponge  on  the  rocks.  Another  curiosity,  perhaps 
as  strange  as  anything  in  nature,  and  a  marvellous 
example  of  the  alternate  generations  which  obtain  amid 
some  of  the  lower  orders  of  creation,  was  also  visible 
in  the  shape  of  dark  corallina.  Concerning  this  genus 
and  its  fantastic  metamorphosis,  Darwin  speaks.  "  It 
is,"  he  says,  **  an  astonishing  fact  that  a  delicate 
branching  coralline,  studded  with  polypi  and  attached 
to  a  submarine  rock,  should  produce,  first  by  budding 
and  then  by  transverse  division,  a  host  of  huge  floating 
jelly-fishes;  and  that  these  should  produce  eggs,  from 
which  are  hatched  swimming  animalcules,  which  attach 
themselves  to  rocks  and  become  developed  into  branch- 
ing corallines,  and  so  on  in  an  endless  cycle," 

We  extended  our  walk  through  a  wild  wood,  where 
grew  frangipani  and  cacti  and  wonderful  aloes.  The 
place  was  silent  and  lonely,  for  there  are  by  no  means 
so  many  birds  in  St.  Thomas  as  elsewhere  among  the 
West  Indies.  This  excursion  led  my  brother  and  me 
by  winding  ways  to  another  part  of  the  coast  where 
a  narrow  estuary,  known  as  the  '  Styx,'  separates  a 
portion  of  the  island  from  the  mainland,  and  establishes 
a  perpetual  outlet  for  the  waters  of  the  harbour — a 
necessity,  as  experience  has  proved.  In  olden  times, 
those  bold  buccaneers,  who  worried  the  Spaniards 
during  the  seventeenth  century,  were  frequently  chased 
into  the  harbour  of  St.  Thomas.  But  then,  instead  of 
getting  cornered  there,  they  and  their  craft  would 
disappear  from  the  face  of  the  sea  as  though  by  magic. 
Soon,  however,  the  channel  of  the  Styx  was  investigated 
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and  the  means  by  which  the  corsairs  escaped  to  the 
ocean  and  safety  became  clear.  Thereupon  the  Styx 
was  blocked  up.  But  a  worse  evil  than  piracy  instantly 
befell ;  the  waters  of  the  harbour  grew  stagnant,  and 
St.  Thomas  speedily  became  a  hot-bed  of  yellow  fever. 
So  they  cut  open  the  Styx  again,  and  established  a  free 
current  of  ocean ;  though  while  so  doing  they  still 
rendered  it  impossible  for  any  large  craft  to  make  use 
of  the  channel. 

Hard  by  the  banks  of  the  Styx  there  dwells  a  little 
colony  of  pale,  fair-haired  people  who,  I  am  told,  are 
called  Chah-Chahs.  Hoping  amongst  them  to  meet 
with  a  Charon  Chah-Chah,  we  introduced  ourselves, 
and  found  them  very  friendly,  though  their  dogs,  which 
were  ferocious,  liked  us  not.  These  Chah-Chahs  live 
by  fishing  and  the  plaiting  of  straw  hats.  Their  work 
in  the  matter  of  hats  is  excellent,  and  most  carefully 
and  neatly  done.  They  make  artistic  additions  to  the 
better  hats,  for  their  customers  are  mostly  negroes  who 
love  a  little  ornament.  Where  these  pleasant,  simple 
people  came  from  I  could  not  learn,  but  doubtless  their 
history  is  full  of  interest. 

Presently,  crossing  to  the  mainland,  we  visited  the 
Royal  Mail  Company's  store  and  foundry.  Here  I  met 
a  remarkable  negro  in  a  position  of  trust.  He  first 
alluded  to  the  recent  earthquake,  and  then,  without 
any  particular  reason  that  I  could  see,  mentioned  the 
fact  that  he  did  not  believe  in  God. 

I  said : 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

And  he  answered  : 

"  Look  at  dis  island.     Here  we  is,  situated  on  the 


"  JVE'S  ALIFA  YS  HABBIN'  EARFQUAKES."    255 

brink  of  a  volcano,  for  all  de  harbour  am  one  great 
volcanic  crater  jus'  cubbered  ober  by  de  sea.  Any 
time  we  all  be  swallow  up  wid  earfquakes  an'  tidal 
waves.  Den  we  all  drag  down  to  de  bowels  ob  de 
world.  Why,  we's  always  habbin'  earfquakes  bar." 
I  said  : 

"All  the  more  reason  for  believing  in  something. 
Your  perilous  position  should  make  you  extremely 
prayerful." 

And  he  replied  : 

"  No,  sar.  No  God  put  folks  in  such  a  place  as  dis. 
No  God  bring  earfquakes  to  swallow  up  honest  men 
on  dese  'bominable  islands.  It  am  berry  fine  for  you 
gem'men  dat  lib  on  solid  ground  whar  dar  plenty  ob 
it ;  but  you  come  lib  har  an'  feel  de  place  shake,  den 
you  see  what  you  finks." 

Evidently  this  man  considered  that  the  Almighty 
made  continents,  but  that  the  devil  was  responsible 
for  volcanic  islands  generally,  and  St.  Thomas  in 
particular.  This  is  a  new  theory.  Some  energetic 
Moravian  or  other  missionary  ought  to  see  what  can 
be  done  for  that  benighted  black.  If  they  could  manage 
to  obtain  an  appointment  for  him  upon  the  mainland, 
in  same  district  which  has  the  reputation  of  being 
fairly  stable,  I  doubt  not  that  religion  and  more  elevated 
convictions  would  slowly  return  to  him.  To  become 
an  atheist  because  you  happen  to  live  in  a  volcanic 
neighbourhood  is  unreasonable.  But  the  man  was 
merely  an  egotist,  like  most  other  men,  and  perhaps 
forgot  that  Nature  has  no  regard  for  individuals. 
She  does  the  will  of  her  Master,  and  if  an  earthquake 
is  decreed,  the  fact  that  a  local  celebrity  lives  upon 
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the  spot  selected  has  rarely  been  known  to  make  much 
difference. 

I  never  saw  even  a  free-thinking  negro  all  the  time 
I  was  in  the  West  Indies ;  and  this  frank  atheist  I  take 
to  be  a  curiosity. 

The  most  interesting  vessel  at  St.  Thomas  was  a 
small,  insignificant-looking  schooner,  with  a  wonderful 
and  varied  history,  extending  back  into  the  last  century. 
The  Vigilant  was  built  in  America,  and  began  life 
more  than  a  hundred  years  ago  as  one  of  the  famous 
Baltimore  '  clippers.'  Thus,  as  a  trading-ship,  it  is 
reasonable  to  suppose  that  in  her  early  youth  she 
occupied  a  respectable  and  responsible  position.  Only 
too  quickly,  however,  she  took  to  evil  courses.  Finding 
herself  possessed  of  a  magnificent  turn  of  speed,  she 
put  this  great  gift  to  evil  purpose,  and  became  a 
slaver.  After  an  exciting  existence  in  this  lamentable 
capacity,  she  sank  lower  still  if  possible,  fell  into 
infamous  hands,  and  boldly  hoisted  the  black  flag. 
As  a  pirate,  the  Vigilant  flourished  like  the  green  bay 
tree,  and  for  a  season  exceeded  even  the  expectations 
of  her  villainous  proprietors.  But  Nemesis,  long 
delayed,  came  down  with  heavy  hand  at  last.  She 
was  captured,  her  commander  and  crew  sent  the  short, 
sharp  way  of  pirates  generally,  and  she  herself,  like 
other  disreputable  people,  whitewashed  and  admitted 
into  decent  society  by  force  of  circumstances  and 
reason  of  her  great  attainments.  For  a  while  she  was 
employed  as  a  man-of-war  cruiser,  doubtless  on  the 
principle  of  'set  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief;  but  now  her 
occupation  is  one  of  peace,  for  she  sails  as  a  letter- 
carrier,  and  bears  the  mails  from  St.  Thomas  to  the 
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neighbouring  islets  of   St.   John,    TorLola,    and    Santa 
Cruz. 

In  the  afternoon  of  that  day  we  met  several  new 
friends  here — mostly  sailors  from  the  Royal  Mail 
Company's  steamer  Indus,  which  lay  at  St.  Thomas 
under  repair.  With  one  officer  I  became  extremely 
well  acquainted.  He  was  known  as  Shylock,  from  a 
legend  which  declared  that  Israelitish  blood  flowed  in 
his  veins.  This  fact,  though  I  refused  to  believe  it 
for  some  while,  was  sufficiently  proved  by  a  circum- 
stance which  happened  upon  our  ship.  One  morning 
Shylock  chanced  to  row  over  early  from  his  own  vessel 
to  see  the  Treasure.  Soon  afterwards  there  came 
aboard  a  black  man  selling  walking-sticks.  The  Fourth 
Officer  saw  him,  and  said  : 

"Now  this  is  the  most  unprincipled  tradesman  in 
St.  Thomas.  He  sells  magnificent  walking-sticks, 
but  the  price  is  something  awful.  Of  course  we  must 
buy  the  sticks,  but  none  of  us  will  stand  a  chance  with 
the  man." 

The  Doctor  said  : 

"  Why  not  put  this  matter  into  Shylock's  hands  ? 
You  all  say  he  has  Jew  blood  in  him.  If  that  is  true, 
here  is  an  opportunity.     Give  him  a  commission." 

Shylock  was  sent  for,  and  instantly  undertook  the 
task. 

"  I'm  not  much  good  at  many  things,"  he  confessed ; 
"  but  I'll  bet  I  can  cheapen  walking-sticks  as  well  as 
any  man  living.  Leave  this  chap  to  me.  Take  him 
and  his  property  to  an  empty  cabin.  Then  call  me, 
and  lock  us  in  together.  When  I  tap  three  times  you 
can  let  us  out." 

17 
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We  obeyed.  The  merchant  took  all  his  walking- 
sticks  down  to  the  main  deck.  Then  Shylock  arrived, 
as  though  by  accident,  greeted  the  negro  with  an 
approach  to  absolute  affection,  and  said : 

"Walking-sticks,  John?  Why,  you've  come  to  the 
very  man.  Step  right  down  into  my  cabin,  John,  and 
we'll  do  business.  What  are  the  sticks  worth,  d'you 
reckon  ?  " 

'"Bout  five  shillin'  to  ten  shillin'  each,  sar." 

"  Ah,  that  sounds  pretty  reasonable.     Come  along." 

We  locked  them  in  together,  and  listened  as  their 
voices  rose  high,  first  one  then  the  other  getting 
uppermost.  Now  the  negro's  shrill  tones  fell  upon 
our  ears,  uttering  notes  of  expostulation  and  entreaty ; 
then  we  heard  Shylock  alternately  soothing  and 
threatening.  The  sticks  rattled  and  clattered  ;  the  men 
wrangled ;  at  every  new  proposition  from  Shylock,  a 
groan  of  dismay  was  wrung  from  his  victim. 

Presently  our  friend  knocked  at  the  door,  and,  when 
we  opened  it,  he  just  put  out  his  head  and  remarked  : 

"  Whiskey  and  soda." 

"  Has  the  man  fainted  ?  "  asked  the  Doctor. 

"  No,  no ;  he's  going  strong  still,  but  he'll  crumble 
away  if  I  keep  firm.  Another  half-hour  ought  to  have 
him  settled." 

We  brought  ice  and  spirits  and  soda-water ;  and,  as 
we  locked  them  up  again,  Shylock  said  to  his  victim  : 

"  You  see,  John,  to  sell  your  entire  stock  right  off 
at  one  time  is  a  magnificent  stroke  of  business.  You'll 
never  get  another  chance  hke  it  as  long  as  you  live. 
But  the  reduction  on  taking  such  a  large  quantity  of 
sticks  should  be  enormous.     In  fact,  it  must  be." 
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Then  followed  a  short  interval  for  refreshments, 
after  which  they  went  at  it  again.  We  could  hear  the 
negro  losing  strength,  and  becoming  fainter  and  fainter, 
while  Shylock,  on  the  contrary,  talked  with  the  trium- 
phant tones  of  victory.  Finally,  three  taps  sounded 
upon  the  door,  and  we  threw  it  open.  Then  the 
merchant,  dripping  with  perspiration,  and  looking  as 
though  he  had  just  weathered  a  bad  illness  or  escaped 
from  lions,  staggered  on  deck  empty-handed.  Me 
tottered  down  the  ladder,  dropped  into  his  boat,  and 
paddled  feebly  away,  to  return  no  more ;  while  Shylock 
sat  on  quietly  in  the  cabin,  throned  amid  a  perfect 
forest  of  walking-sticks. 

"You  don't  mean  to  tell  us  you  have  secured  the 
lot  ?  "  burst  out  the  Model  Man  with  admiration. 

"  They  must  have  cost  a  fortune,"  exclaimed  the 
Treasure. 

"  Fortune  or  no  fortune,  they  are  mine,"  declared 
Shylock ;  "  and  though  the  effort  has  been  sustained 
and  tremendous,  though  I  am  really  quite  exhausted 
after  such  a  struggle,  yet  I  can  manage  to  do  these 
sticks  at  half-a-crown  each  to  friends.  And  even  that 
v/ill  leave  a  small  margin  of  profit  for  me."  We 
believed  him,  bought  up  the  walking-sticks,  and  no 
longer  doubted  his  origin. 

The  same  day,  while  ashore  making  some  purchases 
of  tobacco,  bay  rum,  and  other  luxuries,  I  met  my 
revolutionary  friend  from  Venezuela.  We  chatted 
together,  and  I  hoped  that  things  were  shaping  well  for 
his  insurrection,  and  tried  to  take  some  interest  in  his 
plans.  But  he  appeared  rather  depressed,  and  insinu- 
ated that  there  was  not  nearly  so  much  spirit  of  rebellion 
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abroad  in  St.  Thomas  as  might  have  been  hoped.  In 
the  first  place,  his  wife  had  borne  a  baby,  and  grown  as 
peaceable  as  a  worm.  I  fancy  also  that  his  friends 
proved  fairly  prosperous,  and  refused  to  jump  at  his 
seditious  schemes.  Private  success  nearly  always  chokes 
the  spirit  of  public  enterprise.  People  in  easy  circum- 
stances will  not  help  you  to  upset  the  present  state  of 
things.  If  this  rebel  from  the  mainland  finds  some 
permanent,  well-paid  work,  he,  too,  will  henceforth 
ignore  the  Republic  that  has  turned  him  out,  and  affect 
law  and  order  and  respectability.  Then,  when  new 
refugees  arrive,  smarting  under  the  penalties  of  expul- 
sion, he  will  probably  say:  "We  must  be  patient.  I 
have  suffered  also,  but  the  philosopher  meddles  not 
with  politics.  Go,  make  sand  castles  on  the  sea-shore, 
or  mud  pies  in  the  gutter.  Do  anything  or  anybody 
anywhere,  but  drop  politics  if  you  desire  to  keep  up  so 
much  as  the  ghost  of  self-respect." 

An  evening  later  we  dined  upon  the  Indus,  and 
enjoyed  no  httle  hospitality.  Only  after  the  meal,  by 
an  excess  of  friendly  feeling  from  the  assembled 
mariners,  I  found  myself  within  the  range  of  six 
banjoes  and  one  violin,  which,  personally  and  privately, 
I  regarded  as  too  much  stringed  music  for  one  evening. 
But  it  is  impossible  to  criticise  melody  produced  for 
your  own  delight,  save  in  a  friendly  spirit ;  so,  though 
I  shall  always  deem  six  banjoes,  at  any  time,  as  six  too 
many,  yet  I  could  not  say  so  then.  Shylock  played 
the  violin,  and  trusted  entirely  to  his  ear,  which  was  a 
mistake,  his  ear  being  but  a  broken  reed  in  the  matter 
of  tune  and  time.  However,  he  did  not  play  much, 
preferring  rather  to  talk.    I  was  glad  about  this,  because, 
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while  I  can  repeat  a  few  of  his  anecdotes  without  diffi- 
culty, it  is  not  possible  on  mere  paper  to  suggest  his 
qualities  as  a  musician.  One  might,  perhaps,  give  some 
shadowy  hint  of  them  with  a  slate  and  a  slate-pencil. 

Between  his  efforts  to  obtain  harmony,  Shylock  told 
wonderful  stories  concerning  nothing  but  smuggling. 
He  said  : 

"  I  have  seen  some  of  the  finest  examples  in  the  world. 
The  East  Indian  coolies  have  a  better  idea  of  smuggling 
than  any  other  race.  When  I  sailed  in  the  East  Indies 
I  often  had  occasion  to  secrete  some  little  matter  from 
the  Custom-house  people.  I  gave  it  to  the  coolies, 
and  it  was  safe.  They  joke  with  the  officials  and 
make  them  get  wild.  '  Oh,  yes,'  they  say,  '  you  smart 
officer;  you  find  him  tobacco  every  bit.'  But  they 
never  do  find  it.  Once  we  nearly  had  a  very  awkward 
mishap.  Just  as  the  Custom-house  searchers  came 
aboard,  our  Captain  gave  an  order  to  shake  out  the 
sails ;  but  a  dozen  coolies  rushed  along,  in  frightful 
terror,  and  begged  him  to  change  his  mind,  which 
he  did.  If  they  had  shaken  out  those  sails  it  would 
probably  have  rained  cigars.  You  see,  the  authorities 
never  look  aloft,  and,  of  course,  the  amount  of  tobacco, 
for  instance,  that  you  can  stow  away  in  a  sail  is 
tremendous." 

Then  Shylock  turned  to  his  violin,  massacred  a  little 
unoffending  thing  of  Sullivan's,  and  went  on  again  : 

"  I  remember  a  neat  bit  of  smuggling,  too,  between 
Hong  Kong  and  Manilla.  Of  course,  you  may  not 
take  dollars,  but  a  tremendous  consignment  was  once 
secretly  conveyed — where  d'you  think  ?  In  the  boilers. 
It    was    an    awfully   abandoned   performance,    but    it 
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succeeded  all  right.  There  chanced  to  be  a  very  smart 
case  of  theft,  too,  I  remember,  at  a  port  in  France. 
Certain  barrels  of  brandy  were  arranged  upon  the 
wharf  for  shipment,  and  in  order  that  no  harm  might 
come  to  them,  two  trustworthy  watchmen  were  set  to 
look  after  the  barrels  night  and  day.  Yet,  when  they 
were  moved,  all  the  bottom  casks  proved  to  be  quite 
empty.  The  thieves  had  got  under  the  wharf  in  a  boat 
and  bored  holes  with  an  auger  through  the  wharf 
planking  up  into  the  brandy  barrels,  and  so  drained 
them.  A  pretty  idea,  but,  of  course,  quite  reprehen- 
sible." 

Then  he  broke  off  and  took  up  his  fiddle  again,  and 
perpetrated  something  he  alleged  was  Offenbach. 

"  The  finest  smuggling  performance  I  recollect, 
however,"  he  continued,  "  happened  when  a  man  died 
abroad,  and  his  relations,  desiring  that  he  should  lie  in 
the  soil  of  his  native  land,  had  the  remains  of  him 
brought  home.  A  hearse  duly  drew  up  on  the  pier 
when  our  ship  arrived,  and  the  coffin  was  quietly  placed 
in  it  and  borne  away.  But  half  an  hour  later  another 
hearse  arrived,  and  another  coffin  appeared  from  the 
ship.  This  was  more  than  the  authorities  could  stand. 
They  laughed,  and  chaffed  the  men  who  were  carrying 
that  second  coffin.  They  said  that  such  a  deliberate 
effort  to  smuggle  was  really  too  childish.  Then  they  un- 
screwed the  coffin,  and  found  nothing  except  the  remains 
of  the  blessed  deceased.  But,  you  may  bet,  there  was  no 
blessed  deceased  in  the  first  coffin — only  tobacco  and 
sweetened  spirits,  and  contraband  trifles  of  every  sort. 
It  is  to  be  regretted  that  people  do  such  things,  but 
I  never  heard  of  a  happier  effort  in  its  way." 
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After  which  he  played  a  trifle  of  his  own,  founded 
on  '  God  Save  the  Queen  ; '  and  the  banjoes  tinkled  out 
on  the  night ;  and  the  entertainment  came  to  a  pleasant 
conclusion  as  '  two  bells  '  chimed  musically,  first  in  one 
ship,  then  from  another,  and  another,  and  another, 
over  all  quarters  of  the  slumbering  harbour.  So,  with 
hearty  salutations  and  farewells,  we  rowed  through 
moonlight,  and  beneath  the  black  shadows  of  great 
vessels,  home  to  the  Rhine. 

Sailors  are  certainly  genial  and  delightful  men  as  a 
class.  The  more  I  have  to  do  with  sea-going  folks 
the  better  I  like  them.  Their  readiness  to  oblige  and 
befriend  strangers  is  remarkable.  If  their  morality  is 
nebulous,  their  hearts  are  warm  and  in  the  right  place ; 
if  their  language  is  florid,  it  is  also  picturesque.  They 
are  simple-minded,  frank  and  genuine,  splendid  chance 
companions,  very  faithful  friends. 


CHAPTER    XXI. 

An  Ethiopian  Cricket  Match— The  Team— The  Pitch— Difficulties 
with  the  Field — The  Fourth  Officer's  Leg-break — Fiasco 
involving  the  Doctor — The  Wicket-keeper  criticised — The 
Treasure  at  '  Mid-on  ' — A  Hungry  Umpire — My  Innings — 
'  Leg-before  '  for  the  Fourth  Officer — His  Rage — Victory. 

AFTER  the  Rhine  had  been  anchored  in  the 
harbour  of  St.  Thomas  for  the  space  of  two 
days,  our  First  Officer,  more  generally  known  in  these 
records  as  the  Model  Man,  received  a  rather  remark- 
able communication.  It  was  a  letter  from  a  black 
sportsman,  who  issued  a  challenge  to  our  ship  on 
behalf  of  a  local  club.  This  note  reminded  the  Model 
man  of  a  most  successful  cricket  match  in  the  past, 
when  an  eleven  from  the  Rhine  was  victorious ;  and  it 
suggested  that,  during  the  present  visit  of  our  vessel,  a 
return  match  might  be  played.  We  talked  the  matter 
over,  and  I  said  : 

"  Of  course  you  will  accept  ?  " 

But  the  Treasure  answered  : 

"You  see,  there  is  always  one  great  difficulty  with 
black  cricketers.  They  have  a  theory  you  cannot  play 
the  game  properly  in  clothes,  and  they  get  themselves 
up  for  a  match  much  the  same  as  we  should  if  we  were 
going  swimming. 
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"  Why,  last  time  we  played,"  continued  the  Model 
Man,  "  only  one  sportsman  had  anything  you  could 
fairly  call  raiment.  He  came  on  to  the  pitch  in  the 
remains  of  a  pair  of  cocoanut-fibre  trousers ;  and  his 
team  made  him  captain  upon  the  strength  of  them." 
I  said  : 

"  If  they  prefer  to  play  undraped,  I  don't  see  that  it 
much  matters  to  us." 

"  Not  personally,  but  a  mixed  audience  cannot  be 
expected  to  stand  it,"  replied  the  Treasure.  "We 
play  cricket  in  St.  Thomas  upon  a  very  public  and 
central  piece  of  ground,  and,  at  one  time,  everybody 
used  to  turn  out  and  watch  the  matches  ;  but  now, 
owing  to  the  barbarous  reasons  I  have  given  you, 
cricket  has  fallen  into  disrepute.  Of  course,  to  see  an 
eleven  taking  the  field  in  a  state  of  nature  makes  dead 
against  civilisation  and  human  progress." 

Finally  the  Model  Man  wrote  to  say  that  it  would 
give  him  great  pleasure  to  bring  a  team  to  the  ground 
upon  the  following  morning,  if  the  local  talent  promised 
to  wear  clothes.  "  My  eleven  will  absolutely  refuse  to 
play  against  anybody  in  the  nude,"  he  wound  up. 

An  hour  later  a  negro  in  a  boat  paddled  out  to  us 
with  an  answer.  He  hailed  us,  and  we  asked  him  if 
his  people  would  accept  our  terms. 

"  Yes,  massa,  we  all  put  fings  on,  but  we  much 
sooner  play  cricket  widdout." 

"  Nonsense,"  shouted  back  the  Model  Man.  "  Cricket 
is  a  civilised  game,  and  must  be  followed  in  a  civilised 
way,  or  not  at  all.  We  will  be  on  the  ground  at  ten 
o'clock." 

The  messenger  rowed  oft"   and    a   great   discussion 
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began  as  to  the  constitution  of  our  team.  Everybody 
wanted  to  go  to  the  match,  and  sit  in  the  shade  and 
look  on  and  criticise,  but  no  one  much  cared  about 
playing.  The  Captain  of  the  Rhine  absolutely  refused, 
to  begin  with.     He  said  : 

"I  would  do  anything  for  my  officers — anything  in 
reason  ;  but  cricket  is  out  of  the  question.  I  shall, 
however,  be  on  the  ground  with  some  ladies.  A  good 
appreciative  audience  is  everything  in  these  cases. 
Moreover,  I  will  umpire  if  the  tide  turns  against  us." 

The  Treasure  only  consented  to  play  after  much 
pressure.     He  said  : 

"  You  know  what  the  wicket  is  like ;  it's  simply 
mountainous,  and  black  men  have  no  control  over  their 
bowling.  For  you  medium-sized  chaps  it  may  be  com- 
paratively safe,  but  bowling  at  me  is  like  bowling  at  a 
haystack  :  you  cannot  miss.  When  I  go  in,  the  blacks 
never  bother  about  the  stumps,  but  just  let  fly  at 
random  on  the  chance  of  winging  me.  Last  match 
here  I  hit  their  crack  fast  bowler  all  over  the  island ; 
and  he  got  mad  at  last,  and  gave  up  attempting  to  bowl 
me,  but  just  tried  to  kill  me." 

The  Doctor  said  it  would  give  him  great  pleasure  to 
play,  but  he  added  that  he  should  feel  very  averse  to 
bowling  against  anybody  with  nothing  on.  Then  the 
Model  Man  answered  : 

"  You  need  not  fear.  The  negroes  are  most  par- 
ticular about  pads  and  such  things.  They  don't  wear 
shoes,  for  nothing  could  hurt  their  feet ;  but  they  never 
dream  of  batting  without  leg-guards,  because  a  nigger's 
shins  are  his  v;eak  spot.  These  fellows  are  not  much 
good    at   cricket  after  you    have  once    hit  them    hard. 
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Either  ihcy  get  cross  and  throw  up  the  whole  thing, 
and  leave  the  ground  and  go  home  to  their  families,  or 
else  they  become  frightened  and  servale.  I  have  known 
them  almost  beg  for  mercy  before  each  ball." 

"  You'll  play,  of  course  ?  "  said  the  Fourth  Officer  to 
me. 

"  Certainly,  if  you  will,"  I  answered.  Then  he 
replied : 

"  I  shall  undoubtedly  play.  I'm  not  a  man  who  does 
much  with  the  bat,  but  my  bowling  is  rather  out  of  the 
common.  I  have  a  natural  leg-break  which  baffles 
fellows  frightfully.  Why,  there  was  a  question  raised 
once  about  playing  me  for  my  county." 

I  did  not  ask  him  which  county,  because  one  should 
never  goad  a  willing  horse.  The  Fourth  Officer  has 
been  in  a  thoroughly  mendacious  vein  ever  since  we  left 
St.  Kitts ;  the  fault  grows  upon  him,  and  now  he  begins 
to  utter  transparent  inaccuracies  at  all  hours,  from  sheer 
love  of  them. 

After  much  argument  and  conversation,  our  team 
was  finally  selected,  the  last  man  chosen  being  a  black 
stoker  of  great  size  and  strength, 

"  I  regard  him  as  a  speculation,"  explained  the 
captain  of  our  side  ;  "  either  he  will  get  out  first  ball  or 
make  a  hundred.  There  are  no  half  measures  with 
him." 

As  we  approached  the  ground  on  the  following 
morning,  our  Model  Man  confided  to  me  a  great  source 
of  anxiety.     This  was  the  fielding.     He  said  : 

"You  see,  men  don't  mind  batting,  but  they  get 
very  unsportsmanlike  when  it  comes  to  going  out  into 
the  field.     Some    actually  hide,  or  pretend   they  have 
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engagements  ;  others  feign  illness  and  retire ;  others, 
again,  salve  their  miserable  consciences  by  paying 
a  negro  a  shilling  to  go  and  field  for  them.  I  only 
mention  this.  I  know  you're  not  the  man  to  do  such 
things ;  but,  between  ourselves,  I  fear  the  Doctor  is 
just  the  sort  of  chap  to  escape  fielding.  There  are 
others  also  I  must  keep  an  eye  upon.  Being  captain 
of  a  scratch  cricket  team  in  the  tropics  is  no  light  task, 
I  can  tell  you." 

A  considerable  crowd  had  gathered  to  see  the  con- 
flict. The  negroes  sat  and  lolled  round  the  ground, 
while,  behind  them,  buggies  and  horsemen  were  drawn 
up.  Conspicuous  in  that  gay  throng  appeared  the 
Captain  of  the  Rhine,  seated  on  a  brown  horse  amid 
female  equestrians.  Beyond  the  audience  rose  a  belt 
of  tamarind  and  flamboyant  trees,  the  latter  with 
gigantic  green  and  brown  seed-pods  hanging  from  their 
branches ;  and  above  these  woods,  sloping  upwards  to 
the  blue  sky,  extended  the  hills,  with  winding  roads, 
visible  here  and  there  through  the  foliage  that  covered 
them,  and  with  many  a  flagstaff  and  white  cottage 
scattered  upon  their  sides. 

The  ground  itself  suggested  golf  rather  than  cricket. 
Here  and  there  a  little  dried-up  grass  occurred,  but  it 
collected  in  lonely  tufts,  between  which  extended  great 
ravines  and  hillocks  and  boulders,  and  patches  of 
desolation.  Upon  a  barren  spot  in  the  middle  the 
wickets  had  been  pitched.  When  we  arrived,  they 
appeared  to  be  an  object  of  no  little  interest  to  sundry 
goats.  These  beasts,  evidently  regarding  the  stumps 
as  some  strange  new  form  of  vegetation  sprung  up 
in  a  single  night  from  the  arid  soil,  sauntered  round 
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them  inquiringly,  and  a  shabby  he-goat,  braver  than 
his  companions,  nibbled  the  bails. 

Our  opponents,  adequately  attired,  had  arrived. 
They  constituted  a  motley,  good-humoured  gathering, 
in  all  shades.  One  John  Smith,  a  genial  hybrid, 
commanded  them,  and  presently  a  great  shout  arose, 
vi'hen  it  transpired  that  he  had  secured  choice  of  in- 
nings.    The  Doctor  said  in  a  tone  of  reproof : 

"  Hang  it,  John,  you've  only  won  the  toss.  You 
couldn't  make  a  bigger  row  if  you'd  won  the  match." 

"  Great  fing  to  go  in  fus',  sar,"  explained  John  ;  "  we 
go  in  fus'  now,  when  we's  fresh." 

Then  the  Model  Man  led  out  his  warriors.  I 
sauntered  across  the  pitch  with  the  Treasure,  and 
examined  its  peculiarities.  We  were  discussing  a 
curious  geological  formation,  midway  between  the 
wickets,  when  our  Fourth  Officer  approached  in  some 
glee  at  a  great  discovery.  He  had  found  a  little  hill, 
rather  wide  of  the  stumps  on  the  leg  side,  and  he 
explained  that  whenever  he  dropped  a  ball  on  this 
elevation,  he  must  bowl  an  Ethiop. 

"  You  see,  my  natural  leg-break  will  take  the  ball 
dead  into  the  wicket  every  time,"  he  declared. 

We  hoped  it  might  be  so  ;  and  he  begged  us  to  keep 
the  thing  a  profound  secret,  because,  as  he  said,  if  it 
got  about  that  we  were  going  to  utilise  this  hill  to  such 
an  extent,  the  enemy  would  probably  send  out  and 
have  it  removed,  or  alter  the  pitch. 

After  the  goats  were  cleared  away,  and  the  juvenile 
spectators  driven  back  a  trifle,  our  Model  Man  arranged 
his  field.  More  correctly  speaking,  the  field  arranged 
itself.     Indeed,  our   team    hardly  proved  as  amenable 
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as  might  have  been  wished.  The  Doctor  insisted  on 
taking  long-leg  and  long-off. 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  his  captain,  looking  rather  distrust- 
fully at  a  buggy  with  some  red  parasols  in  it,  which 
would  be  extremely  close  to  the  Doctor  at  long-leg. 

"  It  isn't  that,  old  chap,"  replied  our  physician 
cheerfully,  following  the  Model  Man's  eye.  "  In  fact, 
I'm  not  sure  if  I  even  know  those  girls.  I  only  sug- 
gested a  place  in  the  long  field  because  I'm  a  safe 
catch.     That's  important." 

So  he  had  his  way. 

Meantime,  the  Treasure  found  some  other  parasols — 
white  ones — and  placed  himself  within  easy  chatting 
distance.  Investigation  proved  that  the  white  parasols 
were  protecting  the  Enchantress  and  her  mother.  The 
Model  Man  said  he  might  just  as  well  be  on  the  ship 
as  there.  So  he  ordered  his  man  up  to  take  the  wicket. 
The  Treasure  came  reluctantly,  but  absolutely  declined 
to  keep  wicket.  He  declared  that  it  was  simple 
murder  to  make  a  person  of  his  size  attempt  such  a 
thing  on  such  a  ground. 

He  led  me  aside  privately,  and  said  : 

"Look  here,  you  know  that  walking-stick  of  mine, 
manufactured  from  a  shark's  backbone — the  one  you 
are  always  worrying  me  to  give  you  ?  Well,  I  will, 
when  we  go  back  to  the  ship,  if  you'll  take  the  wicket. 
Should  you  fall  at  •  your  post,  then  your  heirs  shall 
have  it." 

I  closed  on  this  bargain  promptly,  and  while  I  dressed 
up  in  all  sorts  of  life-saving  inventions  used  at  cricket, 
the  Treasure  took  an  unobtrusive,  circuitous  route 
back  to  the  white  parasols. 


THE  FOURTH  OFFICER'S  LEG-BREAK.       271 

John  Smith  himself,  and  another  negro  who  was  said 
to  be  related  to  him  by  marriage,  came  in  first.  They 
were  padded  up  to  the  eyes,  and  evidently  felt  the 
importance  of  their  position.  Then  a  black  umpire 
said  :  "  Play,  gem'men,"  and  our  Fourth  Officer  started 
with  his  world-famed  natural  leg-break.  He  bowled 
three  wides  in  succession  as  a  preliminary.  It  is  not 
easy  to  bowl  wides  underhand,  but  the  Fourth  Officer 
managed  it ;  and  I  began  to  understand  why,  after  all, 
his  county  had  determined  to  struggle  along  without  him. 

"  What's  the  matter,  old  man  ?  "  asked  our  captain, 
who  was  fielding  at  short-slip. 

"  It's  all  right,  old  chap  ;  you  wait,"  answered  the 
Fourth  Officer,  full  of  confidence. 

"Yes,  quite  so;  but  they  count  one  against  us  every 
time.  I  didn't  know  whether  you  knew  it,"  explained 
the  Model  Man. 

Meantime  the  bowler  made  further  futile  attempts  to 
drop  the  ball  upon  the  mound  he  had  discovered.  At 
last  he  actually  did  do  so,  but  instead  of  breaking  in 
and  taking  a  wicket,  as  we,  who  were  in  the  secret, 
expected,  the  batsman  got  hold  of  it,  and  hit  it  high  and 
hard  to  long-leg.  All  eyes  turned  to  see  if  the  Doctor's 
estimate  of  his  own  powers  at  a  catch  was  justified. 
But  he  had  disappeared  entirely.  He  had  not  even 
left  a  substitute.  Everybody  shouted  with  dismay, 
and  then  the  Doctor  suddenly  bounded  on  to  the  field. 
He  distinctly  came  out  of  the  buggy,  from  between  the 
red  parasols.  If  he  had  not  actually  known  those  girls, 
he  must  have  introduced  himself,  or  prevailed  upon 
somebody  else  to  do  so.  He  tore  into  the  scene  of 
action,  lookinsr  for  the  ball. 


272  IN  SUGAR-CANE  LAND. 

"  It's  in  the  air,  you  fool ! "  yelled  a  dozen  voices. 
Then  it  fell  within  a  yard  of  the  Doctor.  A  child  could 
have  caught  it.  We  were  all  quite  unsettled.  The 
Model  Man  said  : 

"  I'm  not  a  bit  surprised — it's  just  what  I  expected." 
And  the  Fourth  Officer  said  : 

"  I  don't  really  see  what  good  it  is  my  bowling  for 
catches  at  long-leg  if  there's  no  long-leg." 
And  the  Doctor  said  : 

"  Wouldn't  have  done  it  for  money.  Hadn't  the 
faintest  idea  you'd  started.  I  saw  you  bowling  balls 
all  over  the  place,  miles  away  from  the  wicket,  and  I 
thought  you  were  merely  practising." 

Which  was  rather  an  unpleasant  thing  for  the  Fourth 
Officer  to  hear. 

Then  the  game  steadied  down  and  proceeded.  Our 
captain  took  the  ball  after  the  underhand  expert  had 
got  a  few  within  sight  of  the  wicket,  and  so  finished 
his  over.  The  Model  Man  was  much  more  successful, 
for  he  clean-bowled  a  negro  with  his  third  delivery. 
It  pitched  in  a  sort  of  mountain-pass,  about  ten  feet 
from  the  wicket ;  then  it  branched  off  to  the  right  and 
hit  a  stone,  and  came  back  again,  and  finally  took  the 
off  stump.  I  don't  see  how  anybody  alive  could  have 
played  it.  The  batsman  retired  utterly  bewildered, 
and  the  Model  Man  assured  me  he  had  never  sent 
down  a  better  ball. 

A  slogger  came  in  next,  and  made  runs  rather  rapidly, 
but  nothing  much  happened  until  the  Fourth  Officer's 
third  over.  Then  he  fell  foul  of  me,  and  took  exception 
to  my  method  of  keeping  the  wicket.  He  was  being 
hit  about  pretty  generally,  and  had  become  very  hot. 
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so,  at  another  time,  I  should  not  have  retorted  upon 
him  ;  but,  when  he  spoke,  I  was  hot  too,  and  being  hit 
about  also,  so  I  answered  without  deliberation.  He 
said  : 

"  Can't  you  even  try  to  stump  them  ?  " 

And  I  replied  : 

"  I  might,  if  my  arms  were  ten  feet  long." 

Then  he  said  : 

"  You've  had  dozens  of  chances.  I  always  want  a 
wicket-keeper  for  my  bowling." 

Whereupon  I  answered  : 

"  You  want  twenty — in  a  row.     One's  no  good." 

He  said : 

"You  don't  like  standing  up  to  my  fast  ones,  that's 
the  truth." 

And  I  responded  : 

"  Oh,  bless  you,  I'd  stand  up  to  them  all  right,  if 
I  knew  where  to  stand.  A  wicket-keeper's  supposed  to 
keep  the  wicket,  not  run  all  over  the  ground  after  wides." 

During  this  unseemly  argument,  the  Model  Man,  the 
Treasure,  and  the  Doctor  were  all  having  an  unpleasant- 
ness on  their  own  account.  The  Doctor  was  imploring 
our  captain  to  take  himself  off  and  let  somebody  else 
bowl.  He  said  :  "  Can't  you  see  they've  collared  you  ? 
They've  scored  twenty  runs.  Don't  think  that  /  want 
to  go  on.  Far  from  it.  I'm  only  speaking  for  the 
good  of  the  side." 

But  the  Model  Man  refused  to  leave  off  bowling 
for  anybody.  He  emphatically  denied  that  they  had 
collared  him.  Then  he  changed  the  subject,  and  turned 
upon  the  Treasure,  and  asked  him  where  he  supposed 
he  was  fielding. 

18 
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The  Treasure  answered  : 

"  This  is  mid-on,     I'm  all  right." 

"You  may  think  it's  mid-on,  but  it  isn't,"  shouted 
back  the  worried  Model  Man.  "  I've  no  doubt  you're 
all  right,"  he  continued  bitterly,  "  but  you're  no 
sportsman." 

After  twenty  more  runs  had  been  scored,  the  Fourth 
Officer  unexpectedly  and  frankly  admitted  that  he  was 
not  in  form.  He  relinquished  the  ball,  and  said  he  had 
the  makings  of  a  sunstroke  about  his  head,  and  went 
off  to  field  among  a  few  friends  in  a  patch  of  shade 
under  a  tree,  where  all  kinds  of  refreshments  were 
being  sold.  Then  our  captain  held  a  consultation, 
and  determined  to  try  a  complete  change  in  the  attack. 
He  called  upon  the  Doctor  and  the  Treasure,  and  told 
them  just  to  bowl  quietly  and  carefully,  and  as  straight 
as  possible. 

The  Treasure  started  with  yorkers  ;  which  was  about 
the  most  effective  thing  he  could  have  done,  for,  when- 
ever he  got  one  on  the  wicket,  it  bowled  a  black  man. 
Two  negroes,  including  the  slogger,  fell  to  him  in  his 
first  over.  Then  the  Doctor  tried  his  hand,  and  began 
by  being  absurdly  particular  about  the  field.  He  put 
five  men  in  the  slips,  and  then  started  with  terrifically 
fast  full  pitches  to  leg.  A  good  player  would  have  hit 
one  and  all  of  these  right  out  of  the  island  into  the  sea, 
but  the  people  who  were  now  at  the  wickets  merely  got 
out  of  the  way,  and  let  the  Doctor's  deliveries  proceed 
to  the  boundary  for  three  byes  each. 

Upon  this  he  insulted  me,  as  the  Fourth  Officer  had 
done  before  him.     He  said  : 

"  Do  stand  up  to  them,  old  man." 
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I  said  : 

"Why  should  I  ?  I'm  out  to  enjoy  myself.  I'm  a 
human  being,  not  a  target.  Besides,  long-stop  will  lose 
interest  in  the  game  if  he  has  nothing  to  do." 

"  They  don't  have  long-stops  in  first-class  cricket," 
grumbled  the  Doctor.     "  You've  got  no  proper  pride." 

Then  I  said  : 

"  Of  course,  if  you  are  mistaking  this  display  for 
first-class  cricket,  it's  no  good  arguing  with  you." 

In  his  second  over  the  Doctor  bowled  a  shade 
straighter,  and  began  knocking  the  batsmen  about,  and 
hurting  them  and  frightening  them.  If  they  had  only 
kept  in  front  of  the  wicket,  and  put  their  bats  between 
their  legs  out  of  the  way,  they  might  have  been  safe 
enough,  but  they  dashed  nervously  about  and  tried  to 
escape  ;  and  the  ball  would  shoot  and  hit  their  toes,  or 
rise  and  threaten  their  heads,  or  break  back  into  their 
stomachs.  Then  the  bowler  got  a  man  '  retired  hurt,' 
and  a  regular  panic  set  in. 

"  I'm  keeping  down  the  run-getting,  anyhow,"  said 
the  elated  Doctor. 

"  Yes,  and  you'll  have  to  mend  all  these  local 
celebrities  for  nothing  after  the  match,"  replied  our 
Treasure. 

The  latter  had  taken  several  more  wickets,  and  now 
the  score  stood  at  sixty,  with  three  further  blacks 
to  bat.  About  this  time  I  made  an  appeal  to  the 
umpire  upon  a  question  of  stumping  a  man,  but  he  had 
his  back  turned  and  was  buying  a  piece  of  sugar-cane. 
He  apologised  profusely.     He  said  : 

"  I'se  too  sorry,  Massa,  jus'  too  sorry,  but  I'se  dam 
hungry,  sar," 
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Hungry !  Who  ever  heard  of  an  umpire  being 
hungry  ?  Thirsty  they  may  be,  and  generally  are ; 
but  hunger  is  a  paltry  plea  to  raise. 

Soon  afterwards  our  black  stoker  made  two  brilliant 
catches,  one  after  the  other  ;  the  Treasure  quickly  bowled 
their  last  man  ;  and  the  innings  closed  for  seventy-three 
runs. 

Then  the  rival  teams  scattered  through  St.  Thomas 
for  luncheon,  the  spectators  dispersed,  and  the  goats 
had  the  cricket  ground  all  to  themselves  until  the 
afternoon. 

Some  lively  betting  took  place  during  our  meal. 
The  Model  Man  was  gloomy,  and  doubted  the  ability 
of  his  eleven  to  make  the  necessary  score  on  such  a 
wicket ;  but  the  Doctor  appeared  extremely  sanguine, 
and  the  Fourth  Officer  actually  guaranteed  half  the 
runs  himself.      He  said  : 

"  Though  not  a  finished  bat,  yet  it  often  happens 
that  I  come  off  with  the  willow  when  I  fail  with  the 
leather." 

It  struck  me  that  if  his  success  with  one  was  propor- 
tionate to  his  failure  with  the  other,  there  seemed  just 
reason  for  hoping  he  would  get  into  three  figures  that 
afternoon. 

Our  captain  grew  very  anxious  about  the  order  of 
going  in.  Finally,  he  determined  to  start  with  the 
black  stoker  and  me.     He  said  : 

"  You  play  steadily  and  cautiously  and  let  him  hit. 
If  it  chances  to  be  his  day,  we  may,  after  all,  win  with 
ten  wickets  in  hand.  Stranger  things  have  happened 
at  cricket." 

"  Not  many,"  I  replied  ;  "  but  we  will  do  our  best." 
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Our  best,  unfortunately,  did  not  amount  to  much. 
The  match  was  resumed  at  half-past  three,  before 
an  increased  gathering  of  onlookers  ;  and  three  distinct 
rounds  of  applause  greeted  the  gigantic  stoker  and  me 
as  we  marched  to  the  wickets.  It  proved  a  fortunate 
thing  that  we  got  the  applause  then,  because  we  might 
have  missed  it  later.  My  own  innings,  for  instance, 
did  not  afford  the  smallest  loophole  for  enthusiasm  at 
any  time. 

The  black  certainly  began  well.  He  hit  the  first  ball 
he  received  clean  out  of  the  ground  for  six  runs,  but 
the  second  ball  retaliated  and  smote  him  direfully  some- 
where in  the  small  ribs.  Thereupon  he  fell  down  and 
rolled  twenty  yards  to  allay  the  agony,  after  which  he 
rose  up  and  withdrew,  declaring  that  he  had  met  his 
death,  and  that  no  power  on  earth  would  induce  him 
to  bat  again.  These  negroes  never  forget  an  injury  of 
this  kind.  If  our  black  stoker  lives  over  to-morrow, 
he  will  probably  collect  his  colleagues  from  the  ship, 
and  row  ashore  by  night  and  seek  out  the  local  bowler, 
and  make  it  very  unrestful  and  exciting  for  him. 

The  Model  Man  now  came  in,  but  he  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  lose  my  assistance  almost  immediately.  I 
was  caught  at  point  after  a  patient  innings  of  ten, 
slightly  marred,  however,  by  about  the  same  number 
of  chances.  The  Fourth  Officer  took  my  place.  He 
began  by  nearly  running  out  his  captain.  If  point  had 
not  stopped  to  dance  and  rub  his  leg,  the  wicket  must 
have  fallen.  Then  the  new-comer  settled  down  and 
played  with  great  care,  and  irritated  the  bowlers 
extremely  by  giving  them  advice  and  criticising  their 
efforts.     Once  they  sent   him  so   slow  a   ball    that  it 
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never  reached  the  wicket  at  all.  Then  our  Fourth 
Officer  rushed  out  and  hit  it  after  it  had  stopped,  and 
so,  rather  ingeniously,  scored  two.  It  was  a  revolu- 
tionary sort  of  stroke,  and  the  umpire  said  it  must  not 
be  counted,  but  the  batsman  insisted  upon  having  the 
runs  put  down.  Of  course,  to  argue  with  any  umpire 
is  madness.  This  black  one  simply  waited  for  the  next 
over,  and  then  gave  our  Fourth  Officer  out  '  leg  before. 
There  was  a  great  argument,  but  the  umpire's  ruling 
had  to  be  upheld,  and  the  batsman  retired,  declaring 
that  he  would  never  play  cricket  with  savages  again  as 
long  as  he  lived.     He  said  : 

"  In  the  first  place  the  ball  was  a  wide,  and  in  the 
second,  after  breaking  a  yard  and  a  half,  it  hit  my  elbow. 
Then  that  black  ass  gives  me  out  'leg  before.'  It's 
sickening.  Emancipation  is  the  biggest  error  of  the 
century.     I'm  going  back  to  the  ship." 

But  he  did  not.  He  found  something  under  a  yellow 
parasol  that  comforted  him. 

The  Doctor  came  in  next,  and  hit  the  first  ball  he 
received  over  the  bowler's  head  for  three.  Encouraged 
by  this  success,  he  ran  half  across  the  ground  to  the 
next  one,  missed  it,  and  would  have  been  stumped 
under  ordinary  circumstances,  but  the  ball,  instead  of 
going  to  the  wicket-keeper,  shunted  off  at  a  sort  of 
junction,  and  proceeded  to  short  slip.  He,  desiring  the 
honour  of  defeating  the  Doctor,  would  not  give  the 
ball  up,  and  tried  to  put  the  wicket  down  himself. 
This  the  outraged  custodian  of  the  stumps  refused  to 
permit,  and  while  they  were  wrangling  about  it,  and  the 
rest  of  the  team  were  screaming  directions,  our  batsman 
galloped  safely  back  amidst  loud  applause. 
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We  made  fift3^-eight  for  four  wickets,  the  Model 
Man  being  the  next  to  succumb.  He  had  performed 
well,  in  something  approaching  style,  for  thirty  runs. 
After  him  came  the  Treasure.  He  played  forward 
very  tamely  at  everything,  until  a  ball  suddenly  got  up 
and  skinned  two  of  his  knuckles.  Then  he  grew 
excited,  and  began  hitting  very  hard,  and  making  runs 
at  a  tremendous  pace. 

Meanwhile  the  Doctor,  finding  his  wicket  still  intact, 
suddenly  became  enthusiastic  and  took  extraordinary 
interest  in  his  innings.  Between  each  ball  he  marched 
about  the  pitch  and  grubbed  up  tufts  of  grass  and 
threw  away  stones  and  patted  the  different  elevations 
and  acclivities  with  his  bat.  But  he  might  just  as  well 
have  patted  the  Alps,  or  any  other  mountain  range. 
He  hit  a  fast  ball  straight  up  into  the  air,  when  only 
five  or  six  runs  were  wanted  to  win  the  match.  It  was 
one  of  those  awkward,  lofty  hits  that  half  the  field 
can  get  to,  if  they  only  look  alive.  In  this  case,  four 
negroes  were  all  waiting  to  secure  him,  so  the  Doctor 
escaped  again.  Then,  evidently  under  the  impression 
that  he  bore  a  charmed  life,  he  began  taking  great 
liberties,  and  pulling  straight  balls  and  strolling  about 
out  of  his  ground,  and  so  forth.  Finally,  amid  some 
intricate  manoeuvres,  he  jumped  on  to  his  own  wicket, 
and  retired  well  pleased  with  his  performance.  The 
Treasure  went  on  hitting  and  being  hit  for  a  few 
minutes  longer ;  then  he  made  the  winning  stroke,  and 
the  contest  came  to  a  happy  conclusion. 

With  one  or  two  exceptions,  everybody  had  much 
enjoyed  the  match  ;  and  that  night,  I  recollect,  we  sat 
and  smoked  late  on  the  deck  of  the  Rhine,  fought  our 
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battle  once  more,  explained  our  theories  of  cricket  to 
one  another,  and  agreed  that  it  was  a  great  and  grand 
amusement. 

"  But,"  said  the  Fourth  Officer,  "  it  is  not  a  pastime 
in  which  your  nigger  will  ever  excel.  He  cannot 
learn  the  rules,  let  alone  play  the  game." 

"  No,"  I  answered,  "  he  does  not  excel  at  it,  because, 
'  unstable  as  water,'  the  Ethiopian  will  never  excel  at 
anything  ;  but  he  does  quite  as  well  as  one  might  have 
expected,  and,  if  he  had  a  better  ground,  might  play  a 
better  game." 


CHAPTER    XXIL 

A  Long  Walk — Experiments — About  the  Puma — Misery  of  our 
Treasure  and  unav^ailing  Attempts  by  the  Doctor  and  Myself 
to  dispel  it — A  Consignment  of  Cats — A  Notable  Cat  of 
1884— Suicide— The  Black  Baker. 

AS  a  rule  sailors  care  little  for  walking.  They  despise 
this  natural,  wholesome  means  of  progression,  and 
prefer  trains  where  they  occur,  or  broken-down  horses 
or  asses,  or  anything  rather  than  their  own  legs.  But 
Shylock  was  a  happy  exception  to  this  rule.  He 
enjoyed  pedestrian  excursions  of  any  kind,  in  any 
weather ;  so,  upon  the  day  after  the  cricket  match,  he 
and  I  organised  a  considerable  tour  which  would  take 
us  over  the  hills  of  St.  Thomas  and  all  round  the 
island  as  well.  We  started  in  a  blazing  sun  up  the 
winding  ways  which  lead  from  the  town  to  the  moun- 
tains. From  these  elevations  a  very  noble  view  of 
St.  Thomas  and  its  surroundings  becomes  visible. 
The  sea  is  dotted  with  many  sunny  little  islets  :  on 
one  side  lies  the  town  and  harbour ;  upon  the  other, 
a  lonely  bay,  and  a  turquoise  ocean  breaking  on  level 
stretches  of  snow-white  beach.  With  many  a  gorge 
and  wooded  undulation  the  hills  rise  above  the  waters ; 
a  little  cane  grows,  but  only  for  purposes  of  private 
consumption ;    here    and    there    over    thatched    roofs 
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tower  palms  and  bananas ;  no  sound  breaks  upon  the 
ear,  save  a  distant  cow-bell  jangling  far  below.  We 
entered  the  woods  and  rambled  up  a  watercourse.  It 
was  almost  dry,  and  only  a  silver  trickle  of  water 
dribbled  among  great  rocks,  bringing  health  and  com- 
fort to  numberless  croaking  frogs.  The  lesser  ferns 
were  neither  numerous  nor  striking,  but  splendid  tree- 
ferns  and  many  climbing  anthuriums  adorned  the 
forest. 

Shylock  took  exception  to  the  way  in  which  I  proved 
all  the  different  wild  fruits  of  the  land  as  we  journeyed 
onwards.     He  remarked : 

"  I  wish  you  wouldn't  be  so  inquiring.  You'll  overdo 
it  presently,  and  bite  a  piece  out  of  some  trifle  that's 
solid  poison  all  through.  I  shall  find  you  dropping 
dead  suddenly,  and  then  I  shall  have  to  drag  you  about 
ten  miles  back  to  town." 

I  answered  : 

"A  fool  has  been  happily  defined  as  a  man  who 
never  makes  experiments." 

"That  may  be  all  right  in  temperate  latitudes,"  he 
replied,  "because  there  you  know  a  thing  when  you 
see  it ;  but  here  it  is  different.  These  tentative 
nibblings  will  assuredly  end  in  disaster.  Now  let  me 
beg  of  you  to  leave  that  concern  on  the  tree,"  he  con- 
cluded, as  I  approached  a  roundish  green  fruit,  hanging 
from  a  bough. 

"This  I  know  myself,"  I  said;  "it's  a  custard- 
apple," 

"  Don't  be  too  jolly  sure  it  is,"  he  answered  in  a 
warning  voice.  "  Anyway  the  thing  isn't  ripe,  and 
unripe  fruit  in  this  country  is  simply  death  disguised." 
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I  think  there  ought  to  be  savage  animals  in  these 
tangled  jungles  of  the  West  Indies.  We  came  across 
places  during  that  afternoon  which  would  have  furnished 
fine  scenery  for  lions  or  tigers  or  panthers  to  potter 
about  in.  I  could  almost  see  their  speckled,  tawny 
bodies  sneaking  round  us,  and  waiting  to  pounce  from 
behind  rocks  or  the  trunks  of  trees ;  but  man  is  the 
only  carnivorous  creature  of  any  importance  here. 
Personally,  I  sympathise  with  savage  animals  more 
than  most  people.  It  is  not  impossible  to  get  into 
touch  with  some  of  them — I  mean  morally.  Take  a 
puma,  for  instance.  There  is  no  more  affectionate 
thing  living  than  your  puma ;  nothing  is  easier  than  to 
render  him  domestic  and  docile.  It  is  his  nature  to 
respect  and  obey  a  superior  beast  when  he  can  find 
one.  Yet  who  has  a  good  word  for  pumas  ?  I  have 
never  heard  them  spoken  of  save  in  the  hardest  way. 
If  I  possessed  the  most  simple-minded,  good-hearted, 
gentlemanly  puma  in  the  world,  the  authorities  would 
not  allow  him  to  go  out  walking  with  me  in  public 
places. 

After  a  lengthy  but  altogether  uneventful  ramble, 
Shylock  and  I  returned  to  St.  Thomas,  entering  the 
town  by  the  West  End,  which  is  similar  in  character 
to  the  East  End  of  our  own  metropolis.  We  descended 
several  flights  of  stone  steps,  before  regaining  the  main 
thoroughfares,  and  noticed  about  us  not  a  few  empty 
houses  offered  '  For  Rent,'  the  terms  in  most  cases 
appearing  ridiculously  high. 

Then  we  sought  out  the  principal  restaurant,  and 
there,  in  a  lofty  balcony  overlooking  the  public  gardens, 
rested  ourselves,  refreshed  ourselves,  and  listened   to 
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a  band  of  musicians  in  the  square  below.  They  play 
twice  a  week,  and  their  melodies  seemed  good  and 
pleasing,  though  a  little  too  Danish  if  anything. 

In  this  balcony  we  chanced  upon  several  friends, 
including  the  Doctor  and  the  Treasure.  They  took 
occasion  to  level  a  cheap  jape  at  our  travel-stained 
appearance,  and  the  different  specimens  of  flora  we 
had  collected.  But  the  Treasure  I  pardoned,  because 
he  was  now  becoming  incoherent  and  miserable  owing 
to  private  distresses.  He  had  just  parted  from  the 
Enchantress  and  her  mother. 

"  *  It  may  be  for  years,  and  it  may  be  for  ever,'"  he 
said  drearily ;  "  if  I  have  my  usual  luck,  it  will  be 
for  ever." 

I  told  him  that  life  was  short,  and  that  there  were 
as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  came  out  of  it,  and  one 
or  two  other  encouraging  things.  I  concluded  with  a 
quotation,  and  said  : 

"  As  you  know — ■*  'Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost 
than  never  to  have  loved  at  all.' " 

He  answered  : 

"  Of  course.  To  recite  poetry  to  a  wounded  soul 
is  good  taste,  and  good  judgment,  isn't  it  ?  If  you 
cannot  sympathise  in  an  original  way,  I  would  sooner 
go  for  comfort  to  a  dog.  Quotation  never  healed  a 
broken  heart  yet  that  I  heard  of.  There  are  times  in 
life  when  a  silent  pressure  of  the  hand  is  worth  more 
than  all  Tennyson  and  Tupper  put  together." 

The  Doctor  said : 

"  We  know  what  your  pressure  of  the  hand  is.  It 
means  a  sling  for  a  week,  if  a  person's  fingers  are  not 
made  of  iron." 
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Then  the  Treasure  replied  : 

"  I  think  there  are  times  when  facetiousness  is  out 
of  place.  This  is  one  of  them.  If  you  people  only  knew 
how  hollow  these  paltry  jests  sound  to  my  ear,  you 
would  none  of  you  ever  care  to  attempt  a  joke  again." 

This  crushed  us  to  a  man  ;  and  presently,  bidding 
my  excellent  and  amiable  friend  Shylock  farewell,  I 
returned  to  the  Rhine  with  the  Doctor  and  the  love- 
lorn Treasure. 

My  brother  and  I  apologised  to  him  alternately  all 
the  way  back  to  the  ship.  Fourteen  times  I  declared 
that  I  was  sorry ;  and  the  Doctor  expressed  at  least 
twenty  bitter  regrets  for  what  he  had  allowed  himself 
to  say.  Still  the  Treasure  paid  no  heed,  and  at  last 
we  grew  impatient.  I  said,  out  loud,  that  a  man  who 
would  not  relent  after  thirty-four  distinct  expressions 
of  contrition  was  a  brute,  and  not  worth  further  con- 
sideration. 

There  came  aboard  on  the  following  morning  a  very 
considerable  consignment  of  cats.  These  have  been 
expected  for  some  time,  and  also  needed.  The  rats 
of  late  begin  to  gain  ground  upon  the  Rhine  at  a  great 
pace.  They  swarm  in  her  lower  timbers,  and  walk 
the  deck  by  night,  and  patter  and  squeak  about,  and 
keep  the  solitary  ship's  cat  in  a  fever  of  excitement 
and  hard  labour." 

Noting  this,  the  Captain  had  recently  said  to  the 
Second  Officer  : 

"Our  cat  is  clean  overworked.  Something  must 
be  done.  One  cat  cannot  suppress  all  the  rats  on  a 
ship  this  size.  She  is  willing,  and  toils  night  and  day ; 
but  it's  too  big  a  job  for  her." 
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"It's  more  than  ten  cats  could  do,"  said  the  Second 
Officer. 

"  Nevertheless  I  shall  secure  ten,"  answered  the 
Captain.  "I  believe  they  have  got  a  number  of  spare 
cats  ashore  at  the  Moravian  Mission  place.  Something 
must  be  done  before  we  quit  St.  Thomas." 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  two  hours  before 
we  sailed  a  doleful  boatload  of  tabby  and  piebald 
cats  arrived.  None  of  them  had  ever  been  to  sea 
before,  and  the  novelty  was  not  a  pleasure  to  them. 
Our  sea-going  cat  met  them  on  the  gangway — so  the 
Fourth  Officer  said — and  then  marched  them  all  oft 
to  show  them  over  the  Rhine. 

"  That  cat's  a  wonder,"  he  declared.  "  She  will  take 
command  of  them  and  drill  them,  and  explain  their 
duties,  and  give  each  a  separate  part  of  the  ship  to  look 
after." 

Fellow-feeling  drew  our  Treasure  to  these  cats. 
They  were  leaving  all  that  they  loved  at  St.  Thomas : 
so  was  he  ;  their  future  was  a  mere  floating  blank  :  so 
was  his  ;  they  wandered  mewing  and  miserable  about 
the  ship,  and  refused  to  be  comforted,  and  got  under 
things  and  tripped  people  up  :  the  Treasure  too 
wandered  about,  not  exactly  mewing,  but  whining  and 
ill  at  ease  and  wretched  and  difficult  to  please.  He 
selected  a  lean,  lantern-jawed,  yellow-e3^ed,  heart-broken 
cat  for  his  own,  and  told  me  that  he  should  make  much 
of  it  and  train  it  up  to  do  as  he  did.  He  said,  in  a 
mournful  tone : 

"I  had  a  cat  in  1884  that  was  almost  human.  It 
picked  up  little  accomplishments  simply  by  watching 
me.     It  lapped  whisky  and  water,  and  kept  it  up  late 
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at  night  in  my  cabin  in  a  wonderful  way.  I  never  saw 
a  cat  learn  so  quickly.  It  knew  how  to  swear,  and 
I  was  teaching  it  to  smoke,  when  one  day  it  went  into 
the  Captain's  cabin,  like  a  fool,  and  had  an  attack  of 
delirium  troiiens  there.  I  never  saw  such  a  manly  way 
as  it  went  on.  The  Captain  said  that  my  cat  must  be 
destroyed.  I  argued  with  him,  and  pointed  out  that 
death  is  not  the  right  penalty  for  intoxication,  because 
there  would  be  no  army  or  navy  left  if  it  were.  But 
still  he  held  that  the  cat  must  die.  I  temporised  for 
a  day  or  two,  and  then  we  touched  at  a  port,  and  the 
cat  made  tracks  for  shore  in  the  first  boat  that  came 
out.  He  knew  well  enough  what  had  been  settled  for 
him.  And  now  I  shall  try  again  with  this  caricature 
of  a  cat.  Training  it  may  serve  to  distract  my 
thoughts." 

Having  said  good-bye  to  many  friends,  we  fired 
our  gun  as  usual,  weighed  our  anchor,  and  steamed 
off  into  a  roughish  sea,  while  St.  Thomas  quickly 
vanished  in  the  shades  of  evening. 

Later  on,  night  began  to  be  a  hideous  thing  upon 
the  steamship  Rhine.  Our  feline  passengers  were  sea- 
sick and  home-sick,  and  they  advertised  the  fact  of 
their  misery  from  one  end  of  our  vessel  to  the  other. 
Turn  where  a  man  would,  he  was  certain  to  trip  over 
a  desolate,  invalid  cat.  If  the  hardy  marine  rats  had 
only  combined  that  night,  they  might  have  made  a 
clean  sweep  of  the  whole  of  the  ten  new  arrivals.  In 
the  morning  I  met  the  Treasure  looking  more  utterly 
depressed  than  ever.  I  asked  him  the  nature  of  his 
fresh  troubles,  and  he  said : 

"  Why,  the  very  Fates  are  turning  against  me  now. 
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That  new  cat  of  mine  has  fallen  overboard.  It  ate 
four  sardines  last  night  at  12.30,  and  then  went  on 
deck  for  a  breather.  To-day  it  is  missing.  The  ship 
must  have  rolled  at  a  critical  moment." 

I  said : 

"  Make  no  mistake  of  that  sort.  Not  a  cat  that  I 
ever  knew  would  fall  overboard  unless  it  wanted  to  do 
so.  A  cat  can  pretty  nearly  hang  on  to  a  pane  of 
glass.  This  cat  took  its  own  life  deliberately,  and 
the  fault  is  not  Fate's  but  your  own.  It  heard  you 
arranging  a  programme  for  it  yesterday — a  programme 
which  was  to  embrace  whisky  and  tobacco  and  other 
depraved  matters.  Recollect  the  cat  came  from  a 
Moravian  Mission.     That  explains  everything." 

We  had  a  curious  new  black  baker  on  board  after 
leaving  St.  Thomas  ;  and  the  general  impression  at 
breakfast,  when  we  came  to  test  his  skill,  was  that  the 
man  had  mistaken  his  vocation  entirely.  His  designs  in 
rolls  and  loaves  were  beautiful  and  artistic  to  a  degree, 
but,  by  some  unknown  art,  all  the  bread  he  manu- 
factured proved  to  be  as  hard  as  stone. 

"  This  man  is  a  failure  as  a  baker,"  said  the  Doctor ; 
"though  he  might  have  made  a  great  success  as  a 
sculptor  or  something  of  that  sort.  His  designs  in  dough 
are  very  beautiful,  but  pastry  which  partakes  of  the 
nature  of  pottery  is  highly  injurious.  To  eat  his  sweet 
biscuits  is  like  devouring  works  of  art.  Give  him 
marble  and  clay,  and  he  will  delight  the  world  ;  but 
take  flour  and  all  food  stuffs  away  from  him,  or  he 
may  shorten  the  lives  of  thousands." 

Time  flew  fast  with  us  during  the  passage  back 
amid  the  Northern  Islands,  and  soon  enough  our  ship 
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was   steaming   again   through    the  waters  of  Carlisle 
Bay,  Barbados. 

So  ray  four  weeks'  ramble  in  Sugar-Cane  Land  came 
to  an  end  ;  the  Tiber  had  already  arrived  from  Jamaica, 
and  would  be  starting  for  England  in  a  few  hours' 
time. 
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CHAPTER   XXIII. 

Farewell  to  the  Rhine — A  Storm  at  Sea — The  Barometer  falls 
Six  Feet — From  Bad  to  Worse — The  French  Pastors — 
Our  Captain  sees  Stormy  Petrels — Random  Notes  in  Pencil 
— The  Black  Horse — Narrow  Escape  of  the  Scilly  Isles — 
Plymouth — Southampton — '  Home,  Sweet  Home.' 

OF  my  return  journey  from  the  West  Indies,  I  can 
only  say  that  it  lacked  all  repose  and  comfort. 
From  the  sad  moment  when  I  bade  farewell  to  the 
Model  Man,  the  Treasure,  the  Doctor,  and  that 
Marine  Munchausen — the  Fourth  Officer,  to  the  time 
of  sighting  the  Lizard,  my  experiences  were  almost 
entirely  painful.  I  had  enjoyed  the  pleasant  aspect  of 
seafaring  life  ;  now  a  glance  and  taste  of  a  different 
phase  in  matters  nautical  awaited  me.  Here  and  there 
it  is  true  a  gleam  of  sunshine  flashed  across  the  pre- 
vailing gloom.  Just  before  leaving  Barbados,  for 
instance,  the  First  Officer  of  the  Tiber  went  over  the 
side  and  brought  up  a  dipsomaniac  in  an  invalid  chair, 
with  the  help  of  a  steam  crane.  That  was  not  a  thing 
to  miss  seeing ;  but  a  thousand  dipsomaniacs  would 
hardly  have  reconciled  me  to  the  sorrows  of  parting 
with  my  friends  aboard  the  Rhine.  Never  before  my 
visit  to  that  vessel  had  I  experienced  such  consistent 
kindness,  such  genuine  and  hearty  good-fellowship 
from  strangers.     Perhaps  I  never  shall  again. 
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Adieu  !  best  of  navigators  on  Rhine  and  on  Tiber ! 
Let  this  poor  page  bear  record  that  I  am  not  unmindful 
of  the  debt  which  I  owe  ye  all. 

A  storm  at  sea  is  a  spectacle  to  witness  once,  but  I 
cannot  suppose  that  any  landsman  ever  courted  two. 
The  waves  have  an  unusual  rush  and  hiss  and  swirl 
and  devil  about  them  in  times  of  tempest ;  and  the 
wind  blows  with  a  bite  and  sting.  Our  ship  fights 
like  a  live  thing,  plunging,  rolling,  pitching,  tossing, 
and  keeping  on  the  top  of  the  watery  chaos  somehow. 
The  corkscrew  combination  of  a  roll  and  pitch  is  un- 
reasonable and  vile.  It  upsets  the  tempers  of  some 
amongst  us,  the  stomachs  of  others.  Then  you  have 
the  ridiculous  spectacle  of  human  beings  cross  with 
the  Atlantic  Ocean. 

The  wind  freshened  daily,  the  horizon  was  quite 
hidden  in  heavy  mists,  and  the  sun  abandoned  us.  On 
every  side  leapt  great  leaden  billows  streaked  with 
foam,  roughed  in  their  hollows  by  the  wind.  We 
began  to  ship  big  seas,  and  our  engines  were  slowed 
down.  When  a  vessel  takes  a  sea,  she  seems  to  stop 
dead,  and  shake,  as  though  with  fright,  to  the  very  core 
of  her  fabric.  As  I  lay  at  night  in  my  cabin,  forward, 
the  sensation  of  billows  coming  on  board  with  a  dull 
thud,  followed  by  a  rush  of  white  water  over  my  head, 
became  common  but  never  pleasant.  The  Tiber  would 
lift  skywards  ;  then  plunge  down  _  wildly  ;  then  hang 
a  moment  with  the  screw  *  racing '  and  making  the  ship 
tremble ;  then  either  struggle  upwards  and  escape  the 
oncoming  mountain  of  waters,  or  bury  her  nose  in  it 
and  get  a  few  tons  on  board.  Watching  the  ship  from 
the  quarter-deck  was  a  favourite  occupation  with  me. 
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One  could  see  her  going  sliding  down,  down  the  side 
of  an  ugly  hill  of  ocean,  with  apparent  certainty  of 
absolute  destruction  at  the  bottom  of  it ;  but  then, 
up  came  her  bows  higher  and  higher,  with  a  cloud 
of  foam  and  a  shake  and  a  stagger,  and  a  rush  of 
water.  A  big  ship  seems  to  shrink  in  a  heavy 
sea.  The  Tiber  grew  to  be  a  mere  plaything ;  while 
the  insignificance  of  the  little  creatures  she  carried 
became  either  ludicrous  or  appalling,  according  to  the 
nature  and  temperament  of  the  mind  which  reflected 
upon  it. 

The  lookout  man  was  taken  off  our  forward  bridge, 
and  I  lost  the  cheering  sound  of  his  voice  singing  out, 
'All's  well,'  by  night,  when  the  bell  beat.  But  even 
had  it  been  possible  for  him  to  occupy  that  tempest- 
swept  forward  bridge,  he  could  not  conscientiously 
have  proclaimed  all  well  at  any  time,  because  all  was 
not  well.  Why,  one  night  after  dinner,  the  barometer 
fell  six  feet,  though  certainly  Nature  had  nothing  to  do 
with  it.  Our  First  Engineer  was  in  the  wheelhouse 
at  the  time  looking  to  the  steam  steering  gear,  which 
had  been  upset  by  the  storm ;  and  the  good  man,  whilst 
careering  about,  clutched  the  barometer  to  steady 
himself  in  a  crisis,  and  brought  it  to  the  ground  with 
him. 

Many  things,  but  fortunately  none  with  life,  were 
swept  from  the  Tiber.  The  billows  generally  robbed 
and  maltreated  us  by  night,  carrying  away  dozens  of 
useful  little  nautical  contrivances,  besides  loosening  the 
fair  form  of  a  white  lady  who  lives  under  our  bowsprit, 
and  knocking  a  big  hole  in  our  best  lifeboat.  Forward 
of  the  forecastle  there  was    now  an  absolute    lack  of 
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marine  affairs  ;  and  one  tremendous  wave,  I  remember, 
started  the  timbers  of  the  forward  deck  houses,  and 
put  out  innumerable  electric  lights.  Thereupon  the 
Captain  stopped  the  ship,  that  several  hands  might  go 
into  the  bows  and  ascertain  how  much  of  the  Tiber  was 
left  to  get  on  with. 

Our  Captain,  by  the  way,  has  not  made  such  a  trip 
since  the  year  1853.  This  is  in  a  measure  consoling, 
because,  as  victims  of  the  allied  forces  of  Nature,  we 
can  now  pride  ourselves  upon  occupying  a  very  excep- 
tional position. 

I  am  really  sorry  for  the  authorities.  The  number 
of  questions  which  are  poured  into  their  ears  and 
which  they  either  cannot  or  will  not  answer  becomes 
incredible.  One  day  three  French  pastors,  who  have 
given  up  doing  their  hair,  owing  to  the  v/eather, 
cornered  the  unhappy  Captain  and  insisted  upon  know- 
ing the  worst.  Was  it  true  the  coal  had  given  out  ? 
Was  it  true  we  had  sprung  a  leak  ?  Was  it  true  there 
were  not  enough  boats  to  save  all  in  the  event  of  a 
wreck  ?  Would  it  not  be  wiser  to  turn  ?  And  so 
on,  and  so  forth.  Then  our  commander  begged  this 
torrent  of  questions,  and  assumed  a  tone  of  mingled 
sorrow  and  amazement,  and  said  : 

"  Really,  gentlemen,  I  think  this  is  the  last  straw. 
Surely  you,  before  all  others,  ought  to  know  better  : 
surely  your  profession  should  make  you  realise  that 
we  and  our  ship  are  in  the  hand  of  God." 

The  holy  men  were  much  upset  by  this  item  of  news. 
They  had  not  looked  at  our  position  from  that  point 
of  view ;  and  now  it  was  so  put  to  them  they  did  not 
like  it.     One  said  : 
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"  This  is  indeed  grave  intelligence.  We  had  no  idea 
it  was  as  bad  as  that ! " 

People  began  to  grow  sick  and  tired  of  life  at  sea 
under  these  gloomy  conditions.  Each  day  was  slightly 
more  unpleasant  than  the  last ;  every  morning  the 
same  heavy  sky  and  turmoil  of  dark  ocean  met  our 
gaze.  The  Captain  tried  to  cheer  us.  He  saw  stormy 
petrels  continually  and  other  interesting  curiosities,  but 
nobody  cared.  The  only  true  diversions  were  mighty 
waves  that  came  aboard  with  a  rush  and  a  roar,  just 
to  see  how  we  were  all  getting  on.  Our  pessimists 
were  unapproachable ;  our  moderates  had  turned  pes- 
simists ;  there  was  not  an  optimist  left  in  the  ship. 

At  this  point  in  the  narrative  my  diary  grows  dis- 
heartened and  taciturn.  Blank  pages  even  occur,  while 
at  other  points  I  find  notes  in  pencil. 

Here  is  one  of  these  : 

"  Passed  vessel  in  the  night.  Almost  impossible  to 
believe  that  anything  can  be  moving  slower  than  we 
are ;  but  she  may  have  been  a  wreck  and  not  going  along 
at  all ;  or  she  may  have  been  the  Flying  Dutchman, 
which  never  hurries,  having  all  eternity  in  which  to 
go  nowhere ;  or,  of  course,  she  may  have  been  going 
other  way." 

And  again  : 

"  Broken  spars  and  wreckage  strew  the  sea  to-day. 
Do  let  us  all  give  up  whining,  and  reflect  how  much 
worse  things  might  be.  Why  should  we  still  float  in 
safety  whilst  better  men  (probably)  are  cleaving  to  a 
raft  perhaps,  or  have  sunk  for  ever  ?  " 

I  find  this  also  : 

"  A  big  black  horse,  which  we  are  carrying  home, 
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has  bitten  three  people  who  passed  him  to-day.  By 
this  action  he  shows  that  his  patience  has  given  out. 
I  wonder  if  it  comforts  the  black  horse  to  bite  people  ? 
I  rather  think  it  would  comfort  our  Captain  to  bite 
somebody.  If  he  does,  I  would  bet  a  trifle  it  is  one 
of  the  French  pastors." 

Having  touched  this  fatuous  note,  my  diary  recovers 
tone,  and  becomes  coherent  and  even  intelligent  once 
more.  The  weather  was  in  part  to  be  thanked  for 
such  improvement ;  for  our  long  chapter  of  accidents 
ended  at  last.  The  sea  went  down ;  the  leaden  skies 
lifted  somewhat;  our  progress  began  to  be  quite  per- 
ceptible again.  One  morning,  when  the  ocean  was 
absolutely  smooth  and  a  grey  haze  hid  the  horizon,  I 
observed  sheets  of  seething  water  passing  my  port,  and 
found  that  the  Tiber  was  going  hard  astern.  Seeing 
that  we  were  four  days  late  already,  those  who  under- 
stood such  matters  rightly  judged  that  our  unhappy  old 
steamship  had  fallen  upon  yet  another  parlous  venture. 
It  appeared  that  some  lynx-eyed  seaman  had  suddenly 
noted  the  Scilly  Islands  right  ahead.  They  are  incon- 
siderable islets,  and  there  is  little  doubt  that  their 
principal  lighthouse  would  soon  have  been  dangling 
from  our  bowsprit,  but  the  Captain,  with  his  usual 
consideration  for  other  people,  retreated  in  time. 

Afterwards  he  said  to  the  First  Engineer : 

"  Wonderful  bit  of  seamanship,  the  way  we  made 
Scilly  Isles  by  dead  reckoning.  You'll  never  see  a 
smarter  piece  of  work  than  that." 

And  the  First  Engineer  answered  : 

"  No,  and  never  want  to." 

Then,  under  heavy  white  mists,  peeped  out  the  brown 
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sails  of  a  Cornish  fisher  fleet,  and  anon,  where  arrows 
of  watery  light  cut  the  rain  clouds,  there  came  in  sight 
the  ragged,  black  coast-line  of  home.  We  signalled  our 
name  and  business  to  the  Lizard  Station  soon  after- 
wards ;  and  perhaps  some  anxious  hearts  in  London 
and  Southampton  grew  lighter  upon  tidings  of  our 
arrival  and  safe  return. 

At  Plymouth  a  goodly  number  of  passengers  took  the 
earliest  opportunity  of  regaining  dry  land ;  though  for 
my  part  I  determined  to  go  right  on  to  Southampton, 
and  brave  the  trip  out  to  the  bitter  end,  knowing  that 
many  ships  have  tremendous  adventures  almost  within 
sight  of  port. 

However,  the  Channel  furnished  nothing  save  a  dense 
fog,  which  made  us  some  hours  later  still.  So  heavy 
was  it  that  a  collision  or  other  complete  disaster  to 
finish  with  might  easily  have  been  arranged,  but  the 
marine  lights  of  the  Tiber  were  all  thoroughly  aroused, 
alert  and  on  their  mettle.  They  handled  the  ship 
magnificently,  and,  to  my  knowledge,  did  not  so  much 
as  run  down  a  lobster-pot  all  the  way  from  Plymouth 
to  the  Isle  of  Wight. 

Then  the  fog  lifted  and  vanished  away,  as  in  the 
prime  freshness  of  a  bright  Sunday  morning  we 
journeyed  through  the  Solent  once  more.  Through 
the  small  fry  of  the  harbour,  looking  quite  considerable 
and  important  again,  the  Tiber  slowly  steamed,  and 
so  finished  her  weary  journey  while  church  bells 
chimed  a  welcome  home. 

Through  smiles  and  tears  the  bells  clashed  on, 
pleasant  enough  to  hear,  very  sweet  to  the  ears  of 
wanderers. 
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Amid  their  cheery  clangour  let  your  servant  vanish. 
If  he  has  drawn  but  a  few  true  pictures  from  the 
strange  world  of  Sugar-Cane  Land  ;  if  he  has 
lightened  one  leisure  hour  of  a  life's  journey;  if 
he  has  brought  the  flitting  sunlight  of  a  laugh  to 
one  sad  heart,  his  labour  is  well  spent. 
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